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Enter KkUriT>tikeefCjloccficr,folus. 



IN AndaUthecloudcs Ait limd vponour houfe, 

ZSSEL bofome of the Ocean buried. 

’ n our Crowes bound with victorious wreathes, 

^ oW l f A armes hun^ vp for monuments , 

S ur a "IlCmSgd to mer ri e meetings. 

He capers nimbly in a Ladies chamber* 

To thelafciuious pleafing of a loue. 

But I that am not iharpe for fportiuc trickes. 

Nor made to court an amorous looking glalle, 

I that am rudely ftaropt.and want lou« maicftif 
7*0 ftrut before a wanton ambling N) mph, 

I that am curtaild of this faire proportion! 

Cheated of feature by diflcmbhng nature* 
Defbrmd.vnfinilht.fent before my time 
Into this breathing world halfemade tpj 
And that fo lamely and vnfaihionable. 

That dogs barke at me as I halt by them : 

Why /in this wcakepipingtime of peace 
Haue no delight to pane away the time* 

Vnleric to fpie my fhadow in the Sunne, 

And defcant on mine owne deformities 
And therefore fince 1 cannot prouc a loucr 
To entertaine thefc faire well fpoken daies, 

/ am determined to prone a villaine, 
u* l ^ And hate the idle pleafures of thefc,daieJ > 

/ Plots haue /laid, inductions dangerous! 



At 



By 
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1IIT1_ ■ 11 '' * 

By drunken prophefies, libels anddreames, 

T o fet rny brother Clarence and the king. 

In deadly hate the one againft the other. 

And if king Edward be as true andiuft 
As am fubtile, folfe and trecherousj 
This day fhould Clarence clofely bemewd vn 
About adrohefie which faies that G, P> 

Of Edwards heires themurtherer lhall bee 

4 °t a '"T"" "P; 

Gio. Vpon whatcaufe/ •: * .(pointed 

i Bc f aufc r ynaroe is George. 

OUk. hh maieftie had, 

7^ha t you lhall be new chriftned i nth 'r 
Butwhatis the matter Tlirar, ,u ‘ ,c Tower.. 

Hisiffiiedifiiihentcdfljoiildbe. ' ' 

I 

Haue "°>' cs 

ova. ,y m . 

tempts h f ra ,o fe ' 

^a.maihi m ?S;X ,5 £' l >«, A 
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icard ve not what an humble fupphant 
Lord Haftings wastoKer • 

&?S$g2S$SZ& 1 

To be her men, and weare her huery. 

The iealous oreworne widow and hcr-lelfre, 
yince that our brother dubd them gentlewomen, 

Are roightjegoflips in this monarchy. 

Sro. /befcech your graces both to pardon me: 

His maieftie hath ftraightly giuen m charge, 

That no man lhall haue pnuate conference, 

Of what degree foeuer with his brother. 

Glo. Eue fo & plcafe your worlhip tfrokenbury. 

You may partake of any thing we fay : 

We fpeake no treafon man, we fay the king • 

7s wife and vcrtuous,and his noble Queens 
Well ftrooke in ycare*,faire,and not iealous. 

We faythat Shores wife hath a pretie foote,. 

A cherry lip, a bonny eye.a palling pieafing tongue : 

And that the Qucenes kindred are madegentle folkes. 
How fay you fir, can you deny all this# k 

Bro, With this(my Lord)my felfehaue naught to do. 
GVo.Maughtto do with MiftrcfTe Shore. 7 tel thee fellow. 
He that doth naught with her, excepting dne. 

Were beft he do it icctetly alone, 

Bro, What one my Lord * r 

Glo, Hz r hushand knaue,wouldft thou Betray me ? 

Bro, /bcfecch your Grace to pardon me, and with all for- 





w 

/ will performed to mfranchifc you. 

Meant time this deepe difgrace ia brotherho od. 
Touches roe deeper then you can imagine* 

£k, I know it pleafeth neither of vs well, 
<?£.W’ell,your iraprilbnment /ball not belong, 

1 will deliueryou,or lie tor you, 

Moanc time haue patience* 

CU. 1 muft pcrtorce,farewclI. Exit Ck. 

Glo. Co tread the path, that tbou ftialtncre return^ 
Simple plaine Clarencc.-/do lone theefo, 

That I will fhortly fend thy foule to heauen, 

Ifheauen will fake the prefent at our hands : 

But who comes hcre,thc new deliuered Haftings i 
Enter l erd Haftings. 

Heft, Good time ofday vnto my gracious Lord. 

G/o. As much vnto my good Lord Chamberlain* 
Well are you welcome to this open aire, 

How hath your Lord/hip brookt imprifonment > 

H*Jl. With paticnce(noblc Lord)as prifoners muft* 
But I fhali Hue my Lord to giue them thankes. 

That were the caufeof my imprifonment, * 

Glo No doubr,no doubt,and fo /hall Clarence too 
for they that were your enemies are his. 

And hauepreuaildas much on him as you, 

Hafi. More pitrie that the Eagle ihould be mewed 
While Kites andBuzars prey atlibertic. 

Gie. What newes abroad j 

H*fl. No newes (o bad abroad.as this at home • 

Tne King is fick!y,weake and melancholy, 

And his Phifitians fcare him mightily. 

(?4Npw by Saint Paul this newes is bad indeed. 

Oh he hath kept an end diet long. 

And overmuch confumed his royall perfon 
T’is very grecuous to bethought vpon, 

Whar.isheinhis bedf 

Haft, Htt s, 

gk Goe you before, and I will follow you* Exit Haft, 
He cannot hue 1 hope, and muft not die 
Till George be packt with pofthorfe vp to heaacn. 
-Jkm (Q vrge his hatred m ore to Claren ce^ wif 
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‘oFSichard the third. 

m u . Mar. Out dine!, I remember them too weB* 

?'hou flewell my husband Henry in the 1 ovvsr. 

And Edward my poore fonne ac 7euxbune. 

do. Ere you were quecne, yea or your husband king, 
/was a pack-horfein his great affaires, 

A weederoutofhis proud aduerfarics, 

A libcrall rewarder of hfs friends: 

T'o royalize his blood /fpilt mine owne. 

Jj)#, Mar. Yea, and much better blood then his or thine* 
GC 9 . In all which time.you and your husband Gray, 
Were factious for the houfeofLancanfter I 
And Riuers,fo were you. Was not your husband 
In /Margarets battale at Saint Albons ftaine i 
Let me put in your mindes.if yours forget 
What you haue beene ere now, and what you are, 
Withalljwhaf / Haue bcene,and what/afrf, 
gH.Mar. A murthcrous villaine,and fo {fill thou art* 

<jlo. poore Clarence did forfake his father Warwicke, 
Yea and forfwore himfelfef which Iefu pardon) 

Qu, Mar Which God rtuenge, 

Cio. Tofighton Edwards partic forthecrownc. 

And for his meede(pooreLord)he is mewed vp: 

I would to God my heart were Hint like Edwards, 

Or Edwards foh and pittifufl like mine, 

/am too childifh fooli/h for this world. 

thee to hell for fhame.and leaue the world. 
Thou Cacodemon, there thy kingdomc is. 

Ri, My Lord of Gloceiler in thole bufie daics. 

Which here you vrge to prooue vs enemies. 

We followed then our Lord, our lawfull King, 

So fhould weyou,ifyou Ihould be our king, 
ty/o./flihould be? I hadrathcrbeapedler, 

Farre be it from my heart the thought of it. 

As little ioy|my Lord)as you fuppofc 
You ihould emoy,were you this countries king, 

As littl e ioy may you fuppofc in me. 

That I e-moy being the Qucene thereof, 

QiMt A little ioy cnioyes the Qucene thereof, 
^^r£aminC|and altogether ioylefle. 



. The Tragedic 

/can no longer hold me patient. 

Hearc me yon wrangling; Pyrates that fall out, 
in fharing out that which you haue pild from me; 

Which of you trembles not thatlookcs on me? 
if not, that Ibeing Queene,you bow like fubietts. . 

Y et that by on depolde, you quake like rebels: 

O gentle villaine,do nottmneaway. 

(7/o.FouIe wrinkled witch, what makft thou in tnv fi^ht? 
repetition ofwhat thou haft mard, ' * 
That will 1 make,before /let thee goe: 

A husband andafonne thou oweli to me, 

And thou a kmgdome,all of-you alleageancc: 

T\\z S orrow that /haue, by right is yours. 

And all theplcafures you vb.irpe.is mine. 

Ghi The curfc my noble father laid on thee. 

When thou didft crowne his warlike browes with paper. . , 
And witluhy fcorne drewft riuers from his-eyes, 

And then to dne them, gau’ft the Duke a clout, 

bteeptin the blood of prettic Rutland: 

H\s curfes then from bitternelTe offoule, 

D.nounc d againft thee, are fallen vpdn thee; ’ 

And God.notvve ha^ piaugde thy bloodr'c deede. 
g«,So nift,^ Goi to right the innocent. 

Haft, O twas the Meftdecd,tp flay that babe, 

AndthemoilmercilelTethaceuerwasdieardof, . 

Kr. Tyrants themfelues w^pt when it was reported,- 
J* 30 man ^ ut propheaed reuengefor ir.. 

S P"*"'.wcp. » fa ir. 

p j * CCnatfwere you fnarlingall before I came 
Readie to catch each other by the rhroa?, ’ 

Andturne you now your hatred all on me ? 

Did Yorkes dread kurfe preuaile <o much with heauen 

rnat//mr i esdeath,my 1 ouely£dwardsdeath, ’ 

rheir kmgdomcs lofle,my wofull banifbmenr, . 

Could all but anfwere for that pecuiih brat* 

Can curfes pierce the cloudcs,and enter ireauen? 

V Vhy then giue way dull eloudes to my quicke curfes- - 
Ifnot by warre,by fu.-fet die your k.n J S 

As out by murder, to make hiin 4 kw<%* 



of Richard the third.' 

Edward thyfonne, which now is Prince of Wak*, 

For Edward my fon, which was Prince of Wales. 

Die in his voutb, by like vntimely violence. 

Thy felfea Quecne, forme that was a Queene, 

Out liue thv filone, Like my wretched l«Jfe J 
Long mail! tl iou Hue to waile thy childrens lo.lle 0 

And fee another, as I fee thee now, 

ZJeckt in thy glotie; as thou art ftald in mine : 

Long die thy happie dales before thy death. 

And after many lengthened houres of greefe, 

Die neither mother, wife, nor Englands Queenc, 

Riuers and Doric f, you were ftanders by, 

And fo was thou Lo. Haftings, when my forme 
Was flabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 

That none of you may liuc your naturalbge. 

But by fome vnlookt accident cut off: 

G)o , Haue done thy chai me thou hatefuil withered hag, 
M. A n,d leaue out thee/flay dog, for thou flial t hear me 
if heauen haueany greeuous plague in ftore. 

Exceeding thofe that /can wiflivpon thee J 
O let them keepe it till thy fmnes be ripe. 

And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee the trubler of the poorc worlds peace : 
Thewoiroeof confluence If ill begnaw thy foule, 

Thy friends fufpeft for traytors while thou liueft, 

A nd take deepe traytors forth, deareft friends. : ' , 

No fleepeclofe vp that deadly eye of thine, 

Vnlefle it be whileft feme tormenting dreamc 
Affrights thee, with a hellofvglydiuels, 

7hou~clui(Ti markt,abertiiie rooting hog, 

Thoiithat waflfeald in thy natiuitie <0 : . 1 :. \ 

The flaue of nature, and thefonne ofhell, 

Theu flauhder of thy mothers beanie wombe, 

7hou loathed iiiue of thy fathers Joynes, 

Thou rag of honour, thou detefted, &c, 

Q/o. Margaret, 

Jgu.M. Richard. Glo , Ha. 

/ealltheen.or. 

Glo* Then I crie thee mercietfor /had thought 

i— ■ — 43 



<A/l* 
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The Tragedie 

Th®u hadft cald me al J^'iefe bitter names, 

£l». Mar V Vhy fo I did.butlookt for no reply. 

O l et make the period to my curfe. 

G!o. T is done by me, and ends in Margaret. (felfe, 

£hi. rhushaueyou breathed your cut feagainfl your * 

QJM. Poore painted Queene,vaine flourish of nay fbr„ 
V V liy drewft thou fuger on that botlcd fpider, (tune; 

YVhofe deadly web infnareth thee about? 

T oole,foolc,thou whetft a knife to kill thy felfe. 

The time will come Vvhen thou ftialt wifli for me, 

To help thee curfe that poifond bunchbackt toad. 

Haft, Falfc boading woraan,cnd thy frantik curfe, 

Leaft to thy harme thou raoue our patience. 

Foulejhame vpon you, you haue all mou’d mine, 
%}, Were you well feru’d you would be faugh^your duty! 
J2^M. T o ferue me well, you all fhould do me dutie. 
Teach me to be your Quecne,andyou myfubie&s: 

O ferue me well, and teach your fellies that duties •. 

&orf. Difpute not with her, Che is lunatique. 

Peace maiflerMarqueffe, you are malapert* 
Your fire-new ftampe of honour is fcarce currant# 

O that your young nobilitie could indge, 

Jf'hat t’ were to loofeit and be miferahlc; 

They that (land high, haue many blafts fo fhakc theern, 
And if they fall, they dafh thcmfel ues to peecrs. 

GIo, Good counfell marry ,learneit,Ieauie it Maraues. 
Dorf Ittouchethyoufmy Lord,) as much as me/ 

Gjlo, Yea,andmuehmore,butI was borne fo high, 

G ur aierie buildeth in the Cedars top, 

And dallies with the winde,and fcornes the funne, 

^~M, And turnes the funne to^]iade,alas,alas, 
Witnes my fonne,now in the fhade of death, 

Whofe bright out/hining beames,thy doudie wraths 
Hath in eternall darkncfle foulded vp: 

Your aierie buildethin our airies neaft. 

O God that feed it, do notfufferit: 

As it was wonne with blood, loft be it fo. 

Buck. Haue done for fhamc if not for charitie. 

Yrgc neither charitie nor &anu» to me. 
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©f Richard the third. 

Vncharitably with me haue you dealt. 

And fhamefully by you my hopes are butcherd. 

Mv charitieis outragejife my lnatne, 

And in my frame foil liue my lorrowes rage. 

q Mar, O priccly Buckingham, I will kifle thy hand, 

/n figne of league and amitie with thee: 

Now faire befall thee, and thy princely houfe, 

7liy garments are not fpotted'with our blood, 

Nor thou within the compafTe of my curfe, 

Buck, Nor no one here,for curfes neuer paflc ( 

The lips of thofe that breath them in the ayre. 

JgM.lle notbeleeuebut they afeend the ski®. 

And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

O Buckingham beware of yonder dog, 

Look when he fawncs, he bites,& w hen he bites. 

His venome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to do with him, be ware of him; 

Sinne.death.and hell haue fet their marks on him, 1 
And all their miniflers attend on him, 

Glo. What doth foe fey my Lorof Buckingham? 

Buck. Nothing that /refpeft my gracious Lord, 

JQ^M. Whatdoeft thou fcorne me for my gentle couh- 
And footb the ctiucl that / vvarne thee from ? (fell, 

O but remember this an other day* 

"When he frail fplitthy very heart with forrow, 

And fay poore ^/argaretwas a prophetefle : 

Liue each ofyou the fubiefts of his hate. 

And heto you, and all of you to Gods. ' Exit, 

HaflJ^Ay haire doth fland on end to heare her curfes. 

Riu, And fo doth mine, / wonder frees at libcrtie. 

Gto. /cannot blame her by Gods holy mother. 

She hath had too much wrong.and 1 repent 
My part thereof that I haue done. 

. j£u. I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

G(o, But you haue all the vantage of this wrong* 

3 was' too hot to do forae body good, 

Toat is too cold in thinking ofit now: 

; for Claraace,hc is well 
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ThcTragedie 

He is frankt vp to fatting for his paines, 

God pardon them that are the caufe of it. 

Rtfi, A vertuous and a Chridianlike c oclufion^ 

To pray for them that haue done fcathe to vs. 

Glo, So do /cuer being well aduifde,, 

For had I curd now,/ had curd my felfc. 

Catf. Madamehis maicftie.doth call for you. 

'And for your noble Gracetand you my noble Lord. 

J®h. C.itiby,we come, Lords wil you goe with vs/. 

Rt -Madam, we wilattendyour Grace. Exeuni.’na t Gli, 

Cjlo,lAo thee wrong, andfird began to braulc, 

Tie fecretmifchicfc that/ fee abroach 
i lay vntothcgrt'euous chai'g^ofothers, 

Clarence, whom / indeed haue laid in darkneiTr, 

/ do beweepe to many limple guls ; 

Namely to Hidings, Darby, Buckingham, 

And lay it is the Queenc, and her allies . - , ,.J 

That Bir the K.againd the Duke my brother. 

Now they beleeue me.and withall whet me 
To be reuengdon Riuers, Vaughan, Gray. 

But then /figiyand with a piece of feripture 
Tell them that God bids vs do good for euil : 

And thus /cloathmy naked villanie 
With old oddc ends,dolne out ofholy writ, 

And feeme a faint, when mod I play the diuel, 

But foft, here comes my executioners. Enter Execntmeri, 
How now, my hardy (font refolued mates. 

Are ye now going to difpatch this deed ? 

Exe. We are my Lord, and come to haue the warrant 
That we may be admitted where he is, 

Glo . It was well thought vpon,/ haue it here about me, 
When you haue done,iepaire to Crosbie place : 

But firs, be fuddenin the Execution: 

Withall, obdurate 5 do notheare him plcade, 

For Clarence is well jpoken, and perhaps 
May moue y on r hearts to pittie if y r ou marke him, 

Exe. Tufh,feare not, my L.wc wil not dand to prate, 
Talkers are no good doers be allured: 

V Vc come to vfe our hands and not pur tongues. 



Go. Your drop mURon«£vhmfool« «ic> 

/like you Lads, about yourbnfineile 

Enter Clarence, Brokenbur'j. 

Bra. Why lookis your Grace fo heartily to da) . 

C/4 Oh, I haue paft a mtferable night, 

So full of vgly fights, of gadlydreames, 

rhatasIamaChrifiianfaithfollman 
1 would not fpend another fuch a night, 

Thought t’were to buy a world of happie da) es , 

Jo full of difmall terror was the time. 

Bre. What was your dreanie? /longtohcareyou tell lU 
Cla, Me thought I was imbarkt for Burgundie» 

And in my company my brother Gloceder, 

Who from my cabbin tempted me to walke 
Ypon the hatches, thence we lookt toward England, 
And cited vp athoufand fearefull times, 

During the warres of Yorkc and Lancafter, 

That bad befallen vs : as we pad along, 

Vpon the giddy footing ofthe Hatches, 

Me thought that Gloder dumbled, and in dumbling 
Jtroke me ( that thought to day him oucr-board, 

Into the tumbling billowes of the mainc. 

Lord, Lord, me thought what paine it was to drowne, 
W'hatdreadfull noyfe of waters in mine eares, 

What vgly fights of death within mine eyes : 

Me thought l faw a thoufand fearefull wracks, 

Ten thoufand men that fillies gnawed vpon. 

Wedges of gold, great Ancors, heapes ofpearle, 
7 neffiniabledor.es, vnvalued iewels. 

Some lay deadmens fouls, and in thofe holes 
Where eyes did once i nhabfi e, there were crept 
As twere in fcorne ofeyes refleftirrg gems, 

Which woed the fiimic bottom ofthe deepe, 

And mackt the dead bones that lay fcattcred by. 

Bro. Hadyou fuch leafure in the timeof death. 

To gaze vpon the fecrets of the deepe i . ' 

' Cla.Me thought /had : for dil the enuicus flood 
Kept in my foule, and would not let itfoorth, 
Tokcepetheemptievad and wandring ay re, 
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mcl ragccuc . 

Butfmothercd it within my panting bulk?, 

Which almofl burft to belch it in the fea. 

Broki Awakt you not with this fore agonic / 

CUr, O no, my dreame was lengthcaed after lif C) 

0 then began the temped: to my foule. 

Who pad (me thought)the melancholy floud, 

With that grim ferrunan which Poets write of, 

Vn’o the kingdome of perpetuall night: 

The fird that there did greete my dranger foule. 

Was my great father in law renovvmed Warwick, 
fFho cried aloud, TV hat fcourge for pcriuric 
Can this darke monarchic aftord fdfie Clarence/ 

And fo he vanifot,then came wandring by , 

A fhadow likean'Angelljin bright hairc, 

Dabled in bloud.and he fcjf ueaktout aloud, 

Clarence is come, falfe, fleeting, periurd Clarence, 

7*hat dabt me in the field by Tcuxburie : 

Seaze on him furies,take him to your torments, . 

ith that me thought a legion of foule fiends 
Enthroned me about, and howled in mine cares, 

•Skich hicious cries, that with the very noifc, x 

1 trembling, vvak',and for a foafon after. 

Could not bcleeue but that I was in hell. 

Such terrible impreiTion made the dreame. 

Bro.y\a P arnell (my LoJthough it afFrightcdyoti, 

1 promifeyon, I am afraid toheareyou tell it. 

Cla, O Broker, burie, I haue done thofe things, 
V^'racU now beare cuidence againdmy foule, 

-for £dwards fake, ana feehcw"he requites me# 

/pray thee gentle keeper flay by me. 

My fouleis heau ic, and /faine would fleepe. 

Jnfc/vr dl (mv Lord) God gi, it your Grace gcwM 
borrow breakes feafons,and repofing howers 
Makes the night morning, and the noonetide night. 
Princes haue but their tides for their glories ° 

An outward honour for an inward to vie • * 

And for vnfelt imagination, } * 

They often feele a world of reftldTe cares-! 

So that betwixt your titles,aud lowc names, 
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of Richard the third. 

There’s nothing differs but the outward fame# 

* rrL*~su+4.U*v**t enter* 

In Gods name what are you, and how came you hither* 
Exe. I would fpeake wit8ciarcnce,and I came hither on 
#r.. Yea, are ye to briefer ( n, )' U S’- 

1,Exe A O fir, it is better be briefe then tedious, 

Shew him our commiflion talke no more. He 
Brt. / am in this commanded to deliuer 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 

I will not reafon whatismeanttliereby, 

Becaufe I will be guiltletfc of the meaning : 

Hcere are the keyes, 'here fits the Duke a fleepe: 

He to his /t/aicfiie and cert.ifie his Grace, 

That thus I haue refignd my place to you# 

Exe, Do fo, it is a poynt of Wifedome# 

3 , What fhall we Aab him as he fleepes? 

P? 1 , No, then he will fay twas done cowardly 
TVhen he wakes# 
f 1 2 When he wakes, 

Why foole he /hall neuer wake till the Judgement day. 

1 Why then he will fay we flabd him fleeping. 

2 The vrging ofthat word judgement, hath bred 
A kinde ofremorfc in me. 

1 What, art thou afraid/ 

F J Nottokilhimhauingawarrantforit,buttobedamnd 

for killing him, from which no warrant can defend vs, 

1 Backe to the Duke of Gloftcr, tell him fo. 

h 2 I pray thee flay a while, /hope my holy humour will 
Change, twas wont to htld me but while on? would tel xx. 
k 1 How doeft thou feele thy felfe now/ (in me, 

3 Faith fome certaine dregsof confcience are yet 
» i Remember our reward when the deed is done. 

2 Zounds he dies, / had forgot the 

1 Where is thy confcience now? 

2 Inthe Duke of Gloflers 
1 So when he opens his purfe tc 

Thy confcience flies out# 

® L** l?°f* *^ >er s fwc or none will entertain 
1 Ht>vv if it Come to thee againe ? 
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2 /lc not cnrddle with it, it is a dangerous thing, 
/umkesatnan a coward. Am rjvC’nnot fteale, 
BtititaC|CUkth him, he cannot fteale but it checks him { 
Hecanuot lye with his neighbours wife but it detc&s 
Hi in ,i^ is a blufiiing ftaamfaftfpirif thatmutinies 
vln a mans bofoine : it fils one full of obftacles, 

/t made roe once rcftoi e a piece of gold that /found. 

I* beggers any man that keepes it : it is turnd out ofall 
Townes and Citticsfor a dangerous thing, and euery 
Man that meaties toliue well,endeuottrs to truft 
7b himfelfe, and to liue without it, 

1 Zounds, it is euen now at my elbow perfwading me 
Not to kill the Duke, 

2 Take the dcuillin thy minde, and beleetie him not. 

He would infinuate with thee to make thee figh, 

i, 7ut, /am ftrong in fraud, he cannot peuaile with m t t 
Ivvarrantthec. 

a Soode likea tall fellow that rcfpe&s his reputation. 
Gome /hall we to this geare. ? 

1 Take him ouer the coftard with the hilts of my fword, 
And then we wil chop himintheMalmfey.butin ther.ext 

2 Ola, excellent deuicc, make a foppe of him. (roojne 

l Darke, he fti'rs, fhall l ftrike? 

a NOjfirft lets rcafon with him- Cla. arvaketh , 

Cta. Where art thou Keeper , gige me a cup of wine, - ? • 

1 You /ball haiie wine enough, my Lo,anon. 

JZU. In Gods name, what art thou ? 

2 A man, as you arc. 

Cla, But not as /am, royall, 

2 Nor you as we are, loyal), 

Cla. Thjtyoyce :s thunder, but thy lookes are humble,' 

2 My Voy ce is now the kings, my lookes mine owr.e, 

X "*• blow datkely and how deadly dooft thou fpakej 
Tell me vvho are you? wherefore come you hither ? 

4m, To to, to. 

To murther me? jim, J. 

Cla. You fcarfely baue the hearts to tell me fo, 

And therefore carjnothaue the hearts to do it. 
herein my friends hauc /offered you? 
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I Qffcnded vs you haue notjbut the King, 
Cla, 1 ftiall be reeoncild to him againe, 

2 Neuer iny Lo. therefore prepaire to die. 



Qt f&a 




To flay the mnocentrwrtat is my -.cncms*. 

Where are the euidencS to accnfejnre? r.uh 
Wlutlawfiill quell haue giuen their #erdi&V|» 

Vnto the frowning fudge, or who prOnounc d 
The bitter fentence ofpoore Glarence death., ij > 
Beforelbeconuift bycoitrfoofl^w? -ns ,i»jhourc-' ■ - 
Tothcreaten me withdeathisjno]tvnla>vfuIlt ii&tjcy 
/carge you as you hope to haoe redemption, £ 

ByChrifts deare blood ftiedfonoucgreeuousfins^ A,. 

That you departand lay no hands on roe, '( 

7'nedeedeyou vndertakeis damnable. 

1 What we vy ill do, we do vpon command. a* 

2 And he that hath commanded^ the king, / T 5 | 

£la, Erronious va(laile,the great King of Kings, >.-• 

Hath in his T ablcs of his Law commanded, 4 

7'hat thou /halt doe no murther, and wilt thou tfyrfl - ; 

Spurne at his editft,and fulfill a mans? 

Take heede, for he holdes vengeance in his hands, 

7b hurle vpon their heads that breake his Law, 

2 Andthatfameyengcancedoth he throw on thee* 

For falfe forfwearing and for murder too? 

7bou didft receiue the holy Sacrament 
To fight in quarrel) of the houfeofLancafter, 

1 And like a traitor to the name of God, 

Didft breake that vow and with thy trecherous blade, 

Vnripft the bowels of thy foueraignes fenne, 

2 Whom thou wertfworne to cherilh and defend.. 

I How canft thou vrge Gods dreadfulllaw to vs, 

When thou haft broke it info deare degree? 

Cla. Alasfor whofefakedidi that ill deedi 
For Ed ward, for my brothcr,for his fake: 

Why firs, lie fends ye not to murder me for this, 

For in this feme he is as deepe as /, 

A God will be reuenged for this deede, 

Take not the quarrel! from his powerful arme, 

J2 i He 
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HtR* ff ^T!aindif^l ; norl4wfoll'COurfe> ' 

c JCo cut oft' thofc that naue offended him. 

i Wno made thee then a bloody miniftcr. 

When gallant fpriug, braue Plantagenet, 

That Princely Nouice was ftrooke dead by thee? 

CU, My brothers lone, the Deuell, and my rage, 

1 Thy brothers loue, the deuell, and thy fault, 

Haue brought vs hither now to murther thee. 

CU. Oh, if you loue brother, hate not me, 

/am his brother, and /loue him well .* 

Jf you behirdelor need, go backe agaibe. 

And i will fend you to my brother Gloceftcr, 

Who will reward you better for my life, 

Then Ed ward will for tydings of my death. 

2 You are deceiu’d, your brother Giocefter hates you. 
CU. Oh no, he loues me and he holds me deare, 

Go you to him from me, 
is4m. /,fo wfcwill. 

CU. 7cll him, when that our Princely father Yorke, 
£left his threefonnes with his victorious arme : 

And chargd vs from his foule to loue each other, 

He little thought of this diuided freindihip. 

Bid Gloccftef thinke oftlii.s and he will weepe, 
rAm /, milftones,as he leflbnd vs to weepe. 

CU 0,do not flandcr him for he is kinde, 

I Right, as fnow in liar ueft, thou deceiuft thy felfe, 

T is he that font vs hither now to murder thee, 

CU h cannot be : for when / parted with him, 

Hc'hugd me in his armes, and fwore with fobs, 

That he would labourmydeliuerie, 

2 Way fo he doth, now he,deliuers thee 
From this worlds thraldome : to the ioyes ofheauen, 
i Make peace with God, for you muft die my Lord, >• 
CU. Had thou that holy feeling in thy foule, 

T o counfell me to make my peace with God, 

And art thou yet to thy o wne foule fo blind. 

That thou wil t war with God for murdering me/ 

Ah firs, confider he that fet youon 
'To do this deede, will hate you for this deede, 
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2 J^iat /hall we dc/ 

CU. Relentandfaueyourfouks, 

1 Relent, tis cowardly and wonianiih. 

C/a, Not to l elc t, isbeaftly, fauage,and diuelifib 
JVl v friend, /fpie feme pittic in thy lookes J 
Oh It thy eye be not a flatterer, 

Come thou on my fide and entreate for me i 
A begging Prince, whatbegger pittiesnot? 

1 I thus, and thus S iftliis will notferue, Heftafahim, 
/le chop thee in the malmefey 5utin the next roome. 

2 A bloudie deede,and defperately performd, 

How faine like Pilate would /wa/h niv hand, 

O/ this moft grieuous guiltie murder done, 

1 J/'Iiydoeftthounothelpeme/ 

By heauens the Duke ftiallknow how flacke thou art* 

2 /would he knew that /had /aued his brother, 

7akc thou the fee, and tel him what I fay, 
For/repentmethattheDukeis flaine. Exit. 

1 So do not I,goe coward as thou art: 

Now muft / hide his body in fome bole, 

Vntill the Duke take order for his buriall : 

And when 1 haue my meed I muft away, 

For this will out, and here 1 muft not ftay. Exeunt. 

Enter King ,J%ueene t Haftings , %tHers i &c. 

King, So,now /haue done a good dayes workc, 

You pecres continue this vnited league, 

3 cuery day expect an Emb aflage 
/rom my Rcdeemer,to redeeme me hence : 

And now inpeace my foule /hall part to heauen. 

Since /haue fet my friends at peace on earth : 

Riuenand Haftings, take each others hand, 

Dmcmble not your hatred, fweare your loue, 

Ki, By heauen my heart is purgdfrom grudgin® hate 

So thriuc/ as / fweare the like. 

Km, 7akv“heedyou dally not before your Kin » , > 
(iKliipreme ICingofKiogs, 

Confound your hidden falfhood,and award 
•t-uher of you to Lie the others en d. 
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Hajl. So profperI,as/ fwearc pcifcd louc>. 

Riu. And l,as 1 loue Haftings witli my heart. 

Km, <JWadam,ybur felfeare riot exempt in this, 

Nor your fonne Dorfet, Buckingham, nor you, 

You haue beene factious one asjainft the other: 

Wife, lone Lord H aftings,!et him kifTe your band, 

And whatyou do, do it vrifainedly: 

St*- Here HaftingsJ will rifeuer more remember 
Our former hatred, fo thriuc I arid mine. 

Dor. Thus entercharige of louc,I here proteft, 

Vpori niy part fhall be vnuiolable. 

Ha. And fofweare I my Lord, 

Kin, Now princely Buckingham feale thou this league, 
With thy embracements to my ^ines allies,. 

And make me happie in your vnitie. 

Buc. When euer Buckingham doth turne his hate 
On you, or yours, but with all dutious loue 
Doth cherifh you and yours, God punifh me 
With hate, in thofe where / expeft moft loue, 

When /haue moft neede to imploy a friend. 

And moft Allured that he is a friend, 
Deepe.hoiloWjtrecherouSjand full of guile 
Be he vnto mc.71iis do I begge of God, 

When / am cold in zeale to you or yours. 

Kin- A pleating cordial! princely Buckingham, 

Is this thy vowe vnto my fickly heart : 

7nere wanteth now our brother Glofter here 
To make the perfeftperiodofthis peace. * 

Enter Gloceftr. 

Buc. And in good time here comes the noble Duke. 
Glo. Good morrow to my fcujraignc king and queent, 
And princely peeres.a happie time of day. 

Km Happie indecd,as we haue fpent the day : 
Brother, we haue done deedcs of charitie: 1 ’ 

B/ade peace ofenmitie,faire loue of hate* 

Betwecne t hefe fwclling wrong iricenfcd Pceres. 

Glo. A bleiled labour moft foucraigne liege 

Amongft this princely heapejifany here 6 * 

By falfc jntclligence,or wrong furmife, 
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//old me a foe, if/vnwittinglV or in 
r r. e 0 ]!rht committed tha' is hardly 

I<Mr« 

7'o reconcile me to his frindly peace, 
f lS death to me to be at cnmitic. 

I hate it, and defire all good mens ioue, 

Firtt /1/adame, l intreat peace of you. 

Which I will purchafc with rny diitious feruicc. 

Of you my noble coufen Buckingham, 

/fetier any gruge were lod’gd betweene vs. 

Of you Lord Riuers,and Lori Cray ofvou, 

7hat all without defect haue frowna on me,' 

Dukes, Earles, Lordes,gentlemen,in deed of all J 

Ido not know that English man a Iiue, 

With whom my foulc is any iottcat oddes, 

More then the infant that is borne to night; 

I thanke my God for my hnmilitie, 

Stu, A holy day fiiall this be kept hereafter, 

I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded, 

My foueraigne liege I do befeech your Maieftie 
7b take our brother Clarence to your grace, 

Glo, Why Madame, haue / oflfred loue for this, 

7o be thus feorned in this royall prefence/ 

Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead? 

You do him iniuric to fcorne his coarfe. 

%i. Who know'es not he is dead i who knowes he is? 
St?* All feeing heauen,what a world is this/ 

Btte. Looke 1 fo pale Lord Dorfet as the reft? 

Dor. I my good Lord,andno one in this prefence. 
But his red colour hath forfooke his chcekes. 

Kin. Is Clarenc^ dead ,th e order vva s reuerft. 

Glo, But he(poore fou!e)by your firft order died, 

And that a winged Mercury did beare, 

Some tardie cripple bore the countermaujid, • 

T'hat came too laggeto fee him buried : 

God graunt that fame leiTc noble, and lefTcloyall, 
Neererin bloody thoughts, but not in blood : 

Deferue not worfe then wretched Clarence did. 

And yetgoe currant front fufpition, Enter TiArbit. 




The 
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boone^y i5 uer aigne) tor my feruicedone, 
aV*. l pray thee peace, my foule is full of forrow, * 

Dar, I will not rile vnleile your highneflegraunf. 

Kin. Then fpeakeat once, what is it thou demaundfl' 
Dar. The forfeit (foueraigne)of my feruants life, ’* Li 
Who flew to day atyotous gentleman, 

Lately attendant on the Duke of Norffolke. v .- 1 

Km, Haue 1 a tongue to doome my brothers death 
And /ball the fame gitte pardon to a flaue ; 

jMy brother flew no man, his fault was thought. 

And yet bispuni/hment w|fc crutll death. 

V\' ho lucct to me for him / who in my rage, 

Kneeld at my feete, and bad me be aduii’dt# 

Who fpake ofbrother-hood # who of loue? 

Who tould me how the poore foule did forfake 
5r*ne mightie #’ar.wicke,und did fight for me ♦ 

Who told mein the field by Teuxbnrie, 

Woen oxford had me down, he refeued me, 

And faid,deare brother, liue and beaking; 

Who told me when we both lay in the field. 

Frozen aim oil to death, ho w he did lappe me, 

a n 61 ) ' n ^* s owne S ai|, nents,and gaue himfelf 
AU thirl and naked to the numb cold night# 

All this from my remembrance bru tifh wrath 
Siniully pluckt,and not a man of you 
Had fo much grace to put itin my minde. 

But whe your carters,or your vvaighting vaflailes 
Waue done a drunken (laughter, and defac'd 
The precious /mage of our deare Redeemer, 

You itraight are on your knees for pardon, pardon. 

And /vniuflly too, muff graunt ityou 
But for my brother, nota mall would foeake. 

Nor /(vngracious)fpeake vntomy felfe 
Tor h.m,poore foule: Theproudeftofyouall 
Htuc bene beholden to him in his lifc, 7 

Oh n "j / r y ° U w°uU once plead for’his life : 

Uii God,/ feare thy luftice will takeholde 

mine * and VOUrs for this * (S& 
Con*. Ha(lings,helpe me to my clofet, oh poore Clarcrtf 
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or aiuiatotncTWta. “ 

Glo, This is the fruite of rawnes : markt you not 
How that the guiUje kindred of the Queene, 

Lookt pale whcli they did hearcof Clarence death, 
oh, they did vrge it flill vnto the King, 

God will reuenge it. But come lets in 
To comfort Edward with our company . Exeunt t 

Enter Dutches ofT orkejvitb Qarence children. 

Sej, Tell me good Granam, is our father dead# 

Dut, No boy. , ,, , _ 

iVr.Why do you wring your hands and beateyour breall 

And crie, Oh Clarence, my vnluppy fotine? 

Girle.yihy doyoii looke on vs and (hake your head? 

And calf vs wretches, Gfrphanes,cafiawayes, 

Tfthat our noblefather bealiue# 

< Z)»t.NJyprettieCofcns,youmiftakememueh,- 
/ do lament the ficknefle of the King J 
Asloath to loofe him, not your fathers death r 
/c were loll labor to weepefor one that’s loft. 

Boy, 7lien Granam you conclude that he is dead, 
TheKing my Vncleistoo blatfae for this ; 

God will reuenge it, whom / will importune 
With daily pray ers all to that effeff. 

Dut. Peace children peace, the King doth loue you well. 
Incapable and (hallow Innocents, 

You cannot geftewho caufde your fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, we canjfor my good Vnde Glocefter 
Told me the King proiioked by the Queene, 

Deui'd impeachments toimprifonhim : 

And when he told me fo he wept. 

And hugd me in his arme, and kindly kid nay checkc, 

And bad me relie on him as on my father, 

Andhe wouldlouemedearelyas hischilde. 

Dut. Qh tliat deceit lLould fteale fuch gentle fiiapes. 

And with a vertuous .vizard hide foule guile, 

Heis myfonne, and therein my fihame : . 
let from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

f^Thinkeyou my Vncle diddillemble, Granam! 

Dut. / Boy. ;• 

I cannot thnks it jharke, whatnoijfc is this? 




i at i raged ic 

Enter the gueene. 

Skb Oh w ho fliall hinder me to waile and wecpe 
T o chide my f Jrtune,and torment m y felfe ? 

/lcioyne with blackedifpaireagainft my foule, 

And to my felfe become an enemic, 

Dut . Whatmeanes this fceane of rude impatience# 
Qh. T o make an ad of tragicke violence, 

Edward, my Lord, your fonne,our king is dead. 

Why grow the branches, now the roptc is withred# 
JThy wither not the leaues,the fap being gone? 
ifyou will liue,lament:ifdie,bc briefej ° 
f hat our fwift winged foules may catch the kings. 

Or like obedient fubiefts follow hftn 

To his new kingdome of perpetuall reft, 

Dut. Ah fo much intercft hauc /in thy forroWj 
As / had title in thy noble husband j 
/haue bewepta worthy husbands death. 

And lin’d by looking on his images. 

But now two mirrors of his^rincely femblance, 

Are cracktm peeces by malignant death: 

And /for comfort haue but one falfe ^lafte 
JJfch S riei,cs «« when /fee my frame in him. 

Thou art a widowjyct thou art a mother, 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee 
But death hath fnatchtmy childrenfrom mine armcs, 
Andpluckt two crutches from my feeble hmmes, 
Edward and Clarence, Oh what caufe haue / 

Then, being but moitic ofmy griefe, 

Toouergo thy plaints and-drewne thy cries# 

£oj. Good Aunt, you wept notfor our fathers death, 
h< dw can we aide you with our kindreds team# 

Cjerl. Our fatherlefte diftrefle was left vnmoand. 

Your widowes dolours hkewife be vnWepf, 

Jit*. Giueme no hclpc in lamentation. 

/ am not barren to bring forth laments. 

All fpnngs reduce their currents to mineeics 
1 hat/ being gouernd by the watry moane , ’ 

May .end forth plenteous tearcs to drowne the world, 

Oh for pay husband, fpr my heireLo.Edward, 



ft — of Richard tficTfiir37 

a mho. Oh forourfather,forour deare L.Clsrence, 

Dut. Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence. 

tf'uat ftaie had / but Edward,and he is gone# 

Am ffhat ftaie had we but Clarence, and he is gone? 

What ftaies had / but they, and they ate gone# 

Qu, W&s eucr widow, hadfo dearealofTe? 

Am. Whs euer Orphancs-had a dearer loftc? 

ZSw, Whs euer mother had a dearer Ioffe# 

Alas./am the mother ofthefe mones, 
rneir woes are parceld, mine are generall: 

She for Edward weepes,andfo do Is 
I for a Clarence weepe,fo doth not fhe: 

Thefe babes for Clarence weepe,and fo do /i 
/ for an Edward.and fo do they , 

Alas you three on me threefold diftreft, 

Powreall your feares, / am your forrowes nurfe, 

And / will pamper it with lamentations. Enter Giofler t 

Gl, Madam haue comfort, all of vs hauecaufe with others. 
To waile the dimming of our fhining ftarre: 

£ut none can cure their harmes by wailing them. 

Madame my mother,/do cry you mercie, 

/did not fee your grace, humbly on my knee 
I crane your bleffing, 

Dut, God bleffe thee,and put meekenes in thy minde, 
Loue,charitie ) obedience>andtrucdutie, ; 

(jl». Amen, and make me die a good old roan, 

Thats the but end of my mothers bleffing: 

/maruell why her grace did leaue it out ? 

Buck. You cloudy princes, and hartforrowing pceres, 
Thatbeare thismutuall heauieloadof moane, 

Now cheare each other,in each others loud 1 : 

Though we hauc (pent our harueft for this king. 

We are to reape the harueft of his fonne: 

The broken rancour of your high fwolne hearts, 

Butlately fplinpsd, knit, and ioynd together, 

M uft greatly be preferu 5 d,cherifht,and kept. 

Me feevnet h good that with fome little traine, 

Forthwith from Ludlow the yong prince be retcht 
Hither to London, to be crownd our king, 

- E 2 G/0. 
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Glo, Thenbeitfojand go we to determine 
Who they (hall bethatftraightfliall'poft to Ludlow. 
Madame, and you my mother, will you gpe , 

T o giue yOur cenfures in this waightie bulinefle* 

An(. With all our hearts. Exeunt mimt Cjlo,Bu.ck 
‘Euck.M.y Lord, who iourneyes to the Prince? 

For Gods fake let notvs two be bchindc: 

For by the way /lefortoccafion, 

As index to the ftorie we lately talkt off, 

To part the Queenes proude kindred from the Kino - . 

gio. My other fetfe,my counfels conftftoric, 

My Oracle, my Prophet,my deare Cozen, 

/like a childe will goe by thy dire&ion: 

T owards Ludlow then, for we will not flay behind, Exit 
. Enter two Citizens, 

1 C ft * Neighbour well met, whither away fo fall; 

2 Cit, Ipromife you,I fcarcely know my lelre. 

1 Heare you the newes abroad i 

2 / that the King is dead, 

1 5 ad newes bil lady/eldome comes the better, 
/feare,/fcare,twill prooue a troublefonie world. Enter a. 

g Gr. Good morrow neighbours, not her fit, 

Doth this newes hold ofgood KingEdwards death? ' 

I It doth, 3,Then mafte.s look to fee a troublous world. 

1 No, no, by Gods grace bjs fonne /hall raigne. 

3 Wo to that land thats gpuernd by a childe, 

2 In him there is a hope of gouernment, 
rnat in his nonage, counfell vnder him. 

And in his full and ripened yeares himfelfc. 

No doubt (hall then, and, till then gouerne well, 

i Jo flood the ftate when Harry the Cxt 

Was crowndat Paris,but at nine monethsolde, 

3 Stood the ftatp fo?no good my friend not fo s 
For then this land was famoufly enricht 

With politike graue counfelbthen the Kino- 
Had vertuous s Vncles to protett his Grace! 

2 So hath this, both by the father and mother. 

3 Better it were they ail came by thefathef 
Or by the father there were none at all j 
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for emulation now, who, fhall be neareft, 

Which touch vs all too neare if God preuent not. 

Oh full of danger is the Duke of Gloceftcr, 

And the Qi icenes kindred haughtie and prou de, 

And were they to be ruldejand not to rule, 

7liis fickly. land migh t folace as before, 
i Co me, come, we fcare the woorfb-allfhall be Well, 

1 When clouds appeare, wife men put on their cloakes, 
W\ K n o-reatleaues falJjthe-winterisat hand: 

When the fun fets,who doth not looke for night? 
Vntimely ftormes make men expeft a dearth: 

AH may be wdl .-bntifGodfort it fo, 
jjs jnoretheh wedefefueor /expeft, 

I 7ruely the foulesofmeh are full ofdread: 

Ye cannot almoft.reafon with a man 
7'hatlookes not heauily and frill offeare,. 

j Sefore the times ofch&ngc, ftill is it fo: 

By adiuinc ir.ftinft mens mindes miftruft 
Enfuing dangers, as by proofe we fee, 

The waters fwe]] before a boy (Irons ftorme: 

2?ut leade it all to God: whither away J " 

2 JPe are fent for to the /uftice. i-i.'j 

3 And fo was, I, /le beare-j on companie. Exeunt. 
Enter Cardinal!, Dutches ofYorke, £)u. yong Torke. 

Car. Laft night /heard they lay at Northhampton, 

At Storaflratford will they be, to night, 

7 o morrow' or next day they Will be here. 

But. /longwith all my heart to fee the Prince, 

/hopehe is much growneftn.ee laft /faw him, 

^u. But I heare no, they fay my fonne of Yoi k 
Hath almoft ouertanehim jn his growth. 

' Tor, I mother, but /would not haue it fo. - 
Dut tf liy my young Coufin .it is good to grow. 

Tor. Graham, one nightas we did iit at flipper, • 

My Vncle Riuers talkt how /didgrow 
C^/orethen my brother./ quotlymy V ncle Gloccfler, 
Small heatbs haue grace, great weeds grow apace: 

And finee me thinkes I would not grow fo faff, 
ccanfe weete flo yvers are flow, and vv cedes make haft. 
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Aliv A iagiuiC 

<Dttf Goodfaith.good faith: the faying didnot hold 
/ h him that did obieft the fame to dice : * 

He W3S the wretchedft tiling when he was yon* 

So long a growing and foleifurely. 

Tint it this were a rule, hefhould be gracious, 

Car, Why Madame, fo no doubt he is. 

Dvt. /hope fo too, but yet let mothers doubt. 

Tor. Now by my troth if /had beene remembred. 
/could haue giuen my Varies Grace a flout, f m L. 
Tnat mould haue neerer toucht his growth then he did ' 

Howmy prettiejorke^ Ipraytheeletmee heareit 

Tor Audrey thy fay, that my Vncle grew fo faff, * 

-That he could gnaw a cruft attwohoures old; 

T'was fultwoyecres ere/ could geta tooth, 

Gianam this would haue beene a prettieieft, 

£*•1 pra >’ th . e . c prettie Yorke,who told theefo? 

Tor. Granam, his Nurfe. 

Why flic was dead ere thou wert borne. 

Tor. /ftwerenotfhe, /cannot tell who told me. 

S: r P Tm j b0) V go to ° : J' 011 too fhrewd. > 
Car, Good Madame be not angry with the child. 
Pitchers haue cares, Eft!er D f 

wST^SK 

Dor. Well, Madame, and in health, 

‘Dut. What is the newes thenf 

Dat . W ho hath committed them J P * 

Vor. ^efummeofalllcan./hauedifclofedj' - - 

Why, or for what thefe Nobles were committed 
h i l vn knowme to me.my gracious lady. ’ 

^ ec f he downefall ofourhoufe 

^ne r y ger now ha thceazd the gentle Hmde: ’ 

Infultjng tyrannie begins to ict, a 



Vpoa 
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> deceit; 
man. 



^ or ruenara rnc tmrd. 

Vpon the innocent and lawlefle Throane 
jf'eicomedeftruftion, death and maftacr- 

I fee as in a Mappe the end of all. 

Dut. Acciirled and vnquiet wrangling dales, 
ffow many of you haue mine eyes beheld i 
My husband toff his life to get the crowne. 

And often vp and downe my fonnet were toff, 
for roe to toy and weepe their gaine and loflc, 

And being f$atcd,and domefticks broyles 
Clean e ouerbtow. 11 , themfelues the conquerours, 

A/ake war vpo themfelues, blood againft blood, 

Selfeagainff felfe, O prepofterous 

And franticke outrage,end thy damned fpleene, 

Or let roe die to looke on death no more. 
ffCome,come,my boy,we wilto Sanftuary. 

Dut, He goe along with you. 

Qu. You haue no caufe. 

. Car, My gracious Ladie,go, 

And thither beare your treafure and )our goods. 

For my part, He religne vnto your Grace, 

The Seale I keepe,and fo betide to me, 

As well I lender you, and all ofy ours: 

Come,/le conduct you to the fan ft ua tie. Exeunt, 

The Trumpets found. Enter jotig Prince, the Dukes of 
GloceJler,and Buckingham , Cardinally &c. (ber. 

Buc. Welcome fweete Prince to London to your charn- 
Glo. Welcome deare cozen my thoughts foueraigne. 
7he wearie way hath made you melancholy. 

Prin. No Vnde,butour crofles on the waj 
Haue made it tedious, wearifome,and heauie 
/want more Vncles here to welcome me 
Glo, Sweet Prince, the vntainted 
Hath not yet dined into the world 
Nor more can you diftinguifflofa 
Then of his outward ftiew,which 
Seldome or neuer iumpeth with the heart, 

Thofe Vncles; which ; jtoiyvt(ant,wftedangei 
four Grace attended to their fugred words 
But lookt not on thepoyfon of their h 




m ” T.T rryp^VT . • 

God keeps you from them, and from fiich falfe friends 
Prin.God keep me fro fuch falfe friends, but they -were nemo 
Glo . My Loid,the Maior of London comes to ®Teefe von 
Enter Lord Mu tor. ° ^ 

Lo.MGod blefleyour grace, with health & happy daie* 
Trm I thanlceyou good my L.and thanke you all • ‘ 
I thought my mother and m v brother Yorke 
Would long ere this bane met vs on theway: 

.Pie, what a Hug is Haftings that he comes not 
To tel! vs whether they will come or n'o, Enter £ w, 

Buc^; And 1!1 good time her? comes the fweating Lord. 
^ r> rj '^1 come m V t.whatjvviliour mother come 2 
'Ti n ^ ‘ * • atocc; diP n Cod fie'knowes not I, 

1 he ^aeene your HioWer.ahd your brother Yorke * 
Liaue ta teu Sanftuarie: The tender Prince 
Would furte ha ue come with roe to meet your o race 

But by his mother was perforce withheld. ° * ; 

Buck. Fie.what an indirect and peeuifh courfc 
Is this ofners 2 L.Cardinall,wiU Vour (Trace 
Perfwade the Queen to fend thebuke of Yorke 
V nto his princely brother prefently «> 

Iflbe denie,L.Haftings goe with him, 

And trom ner lealous armes pluck him perforce. 

C« r ‘ My L.ofBuckingham,ifmy wcake oratorie 
Can from his mother winne the Duke of Yorke, 
non e^peftnim here ; but if /he be obdurate 
1 o milde entreaties, (Todforbid 

Y?r $$$ J ,nfri :n S e the holy priiiife. dge 

St b u f f, d ,9an .’? aan ’ e i not W all this land 
Wouhflbe guiltie offo great a finne. 

Buck, Youare too fcufelcffe obftinate my L. 

1 oo ceremonious and traditional!. 1 
Weigh if but with the grofeneffe ofthis a-e 

YoubreakenotSahauaricih ^zing him - .. 

The benefit thereofis alwaics granted 

And rh°fr W ^ palings haue deferued the place 
And thofc who hauc th,e wit to claime the place. 

And\herf f ebatln ^ iriCr ^ aimec l h,nor<Jeferuedit ? 

And therefore in mine opinion cannot haue it, : 

Then 



of Richard thethlrd. 

rlien taking him from thence that is not there, 

5fou breakeno priuiledge nor charter there { 

OfthaucI heard of fanftuariemen, 

*ut Sanftuarie children neuer till now. 

Car. My Lord, you (hall ouerrule my minde for once * 
Come on Lord Ha(hngs, will yon go with me? 

Unfit /go my Lord. Exit. Car, & Hafi. 

Tri, Good Lords make all the fpeedie haft you 
Say Vncle Glocefter, if our brother come, (may. 

Where (hall we foiourne till our Coronation? 

Glo. Whereit thinkftbeft vnto your roy all fclfc} 

/f 1 may counfel you, fome day or two. 

Your highneffe lhall repofe you at the 7 ower : 

7hen where you pleafe & (halbe thought moll fit 
* For your beft health and recreation, 

*. pri, / do not like the T ower of any place : 

Did Iulius Caefar build that place my Lord? 

Buck. Ue did, my gracious L. begin that place. 

Which fince fucceding ages haue rcedefxeo, 
pm. Is it vpon record, or els reported 
Succefciucly from age to age he built it? 

Buck. V pon record my gracious Lord, 

Trin. Put fay my Lord it were not regiftred. 

Me thinks the truth fhould Hue from age to age, 

As twere retaild to all pofteritie, 

Euen to the generaW ending day. 

Git, So wife fo yong, they (ay do neuer liue long. 
prin, Whijttfay you Vncle ? 
glo. I fay, without Charaft ers fame Hues longj 
Jlius like the formal 1 viceiniquitic, 

/moralize two meanings in one word. 

Prin.Ttixt Iulius Caefar was a famous man* 

With what his valour did enrich his wit. 

His wit (et downeto make his valour liue :• . 

Death makes no conque.ft of his conquerour. 

For now he Hues in fame, rhough not in life : 

He tell you what my Coufen Buckingham. 

Buck. JFbat my gratious Lord? 
t Brin. And it /liue vnull I be a man. 
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i iic Tragedie 

Tie win our auncient right in France againe, 

Or dye a (ouldieras J Hu’d a king. 

(jlo. Short .Sommers lightly haue afomard fprin». 

Enter yang Tarke^aflmgs, C ardmatl & 

#rc.Now in good cime.here comes the Duke, of Yorke. 
Prin. Rich, of Yorke, how fares our noble brother# 
r or. Well my deare Lo:fo muft I call you now. 

Prin ./ brother to our gricfe,asitis yours: 

T oo late he died that might haue kept that title. 

Which by his death hath loft much maieftie, 

Glo. How fares our ccuzen noble L.of Yorke? 

Tor. /thanke you gentle vncle.O my Lord, 

You laid that idle weeds arefaft in growth: 

7“hc Prince my brother hath outgrownc me far. 

Glo, He hath my Lord, . • 

Tor. And therefore he is idle l % 

Glo, Oh my faire couzen, I muft not fay fo. 

1 #r.Then he is more beholding to you then I. 

Glo, He may command me as my foueraigne, 

Butyou haue power in liters in a kinfman. 

Tor, I pray you vncle giue me this dagger. 

Glo . My dagger littlecouzen,with allmy hart, 

Trin, A begger brother# 

Tor. Of my kind vncle that I know will giue. 

And being but a toy, which is no griefeto giue, • ’ 

Glo. A greater gift the that, /le giue my cozen, , 

Tor. A greater gift?0 tliats the fword to it. 

Cjlo. I gentle couzen, were it light enough. 

Tor. O than / fee you will part but with light gifts; . 

In waighher things youle fay a begger nay, 

Glo, h is too waightie for your grace to vveare. 

Tor. 1 weigh it lightly were it heauier, 

Glo. What would you baue my weapon litleLord# 

Tor. /would that /might thanke you as you call me. 

Glo. How ? Tor , Litle. 

'Prin. My Lo: of Yorke will ftill be crofte in talke: ' 

v ntle your grace knowes how to beare with him, 

You meane to beare me, not to beare with me: 
Vncfc,my brother modes boihyou andme, 




ol Richard the Third, 




Becaufetfiat 7 am litlc like an Apt, 

j^ c thinkes that you Ihould beare me on your moulders. 

'Sue. With whata fharpe prouided wit he reafons, 
Tbmittigate the fcornc he giues his vncle. 

He pretelv and aptly taunts himfelfe : 

So cunning and io yong,is wonderfull. 

Gh. My Lojwilt pleafeyon palfe along# 

My felfe and my good couzen Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to entreat of her 
Torneetyouatthe Tower,and welcome you; 

Tor, What will you go vnto the tower my Lo# 

•prin. My Lord Protestor will haue it fo. 

Tor, /(hall not fterpe in quiet at the 7ower, 

Cjlo. Why,whatfhouldyou feare # 

Tor. Mary my vncle Clarence angry ghoft: 

My Granam told me he was murdred there, 

Prin. /feare no vncles dead, •- 
Glo , Nor none that liue,/hope. 
prin. And if they Hue, l hope I need not feare. 
Butcomemy L,witha hcauie heart 
Thinkingon them, goe I vnto the Tower^, 

Exeunt PriH.Tor.Hnft ,D orf.m/tnet jRtch,Bvc. 

Sue. Thinke you my Lo:this little prating Yorke, 
Was not incenfed by his fubtile mother. 

To taunt and fcornc you thus opprobrioufly f ' 

Glo. No doubt,no doubt,Oh tis a perilous boy, 
Bold,quicke,ingenious,fprward, capable. 

He is all the mothers, fr om the top to toe. 

Suc.Wi. 11 letthem reft: Come hither Catesby, 

Thou aitfworneas deepcly toeffeft what™"* intend. 

As clofely to conceale what weimpart, 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgde vpon the wav: 
W'iutthinkeft thou, is it not an eafie matter 
Tomake william L . H aftin gsofour roinde# 

For theinftalmentof this noble Duke, 

In the fcate royall of this famous /le'#:' 

Catef. Heforhis fathers fake fo loues the Frince,. 

T hat he: vy ill not be wonne to ought againfthim. 

SuC. fP: uatthinked’ rhnn rvf will he? 




/ 



The Trage'die 

Cat. He will do all in all as Haftings doth* 

Buc. Well then no more but this : 

.Go gentle Catesby,and as it were a farre off, 

Sound Lord Haftings now he Hands arfe&ed 
Vn to.y o u r p u rpo fe.if h e be willing. 

Encourage him, and drew him all our reafons: 

If he be leaden, Icie,cold,vnwilhng, 

Be thou l'o tooiand fo breake off your talke, 

And giuc vsnoticeofhis inclination, 

For we to morrow hold diuided counfels. 

Wherein thy felfc /halt highly be employed. 

Commend me to Lord William, tell him Catesby 
His ancient knot of dangerous aduerfaries ; ' 

To morrow are letblood at Pomfret Caftle, 

And bid my friend for ioy of this good newes, 

Giue gentle Miftreftc Shore,one gentle kifle the more. 
Buck. Good Catesby effect this bufineftefoundly*. 
Cat. My good Lords both:with all the heed /may. 
G)o. Sail we hcare from you Catesby ere we fteepef 
C*t. You (hall my Lord. exit Catesbj. 

gi*. At Cro^y place, there /hall you find vs both, 
Noyv my Lordjwhatihall we doc, if we perceinc 
William Lord Hafiings will notyeeld to our complotf 
Gfr. Chop ofFhis head man.fomewhat we will do, 

And lookewhen / am King claime thou of me 
The Earldome of Herford andthe mooueables. 

Whereof the King my brother ftood po/Tcft. 
^Iledaime that pfomife at your Graces hands. 
9 "> , And looke to haue it yeeldcd with willinenefle. 
Come let vs fup bctimcs.that afterwards 
We may digeft our complots in fome forme. Exeunt. 
Enter a Mcffenger to Lord Hafiings. 

What ho my Lord. * 

Hafl. Who knocks at the doorc 3 

s “" L - H4 

Mef. Vpon the ftroke offoure. 

Haft. Cannot thy maifter fleepe the tedious nights* 
Mef,$o it /hould feeme by that I haue to fay.* 
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r-.ft he commends him to your noble Lord/hip. 

1 y 4 a And then. Mef. And then he fendsjou word, 

He dreamt to night the Bcare had reftehis helme : 

Befides he faies, there are two councels held, 

And that may be determind at the one, 

Which may make you and him to rew at the other, 
Therefore he fends to know your Lord/hips pleafure, 
/fprefently you will take horfe with'him , 

And with all fpeed poft into the North, 

7*0 lhun the danger that his foule diuines. 

Haft. Good fellow go, returne vnto thy Lord: 

Bid him notfeare the leptrated councels : 

His honour and my felfe are at the one. 

And at the other is my feruant Catesby: 

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth vs, 

Whereof I /hall not haue intelligence, 

Tel him his feares are /hallow, wanting inftancy. 

And for-his dreames,I wonder he is fond, 

Totruft the mockeric of vnrjuiet {lumbers. 

To flye the Boare before tire ffoare purfue vs. 

Were toincenfetheBoare to follow vs, * 

Andmake purfuite where he did meane to chafe. 

Go, bid thy maifter rife and come to me, 

And we Will both together to the T ower,{ 

Where he /hall fee the Boare will vfe vs kindly. 

Mtf.My gracious Lord, fie tell him what you fay. Exit. 

Enter (fatesby to L. 'Haflings. 

Cat Many good morrowes to my noble Lord. 

Ball. Good morrow Catesbytyou are early ftirring, 
What newes, what newes, in this our tottering ftate 3 
Cat. It is a reeling world indeed my Lord, 

And I beleeue'twillneucr Hand vpright 
/ill Richard weare the garland ef the Real me. 

Baft. Who i weare the Garland ? doeft thou meane the 
Cat.l my good Lord, - (Crowned 

Baft, fc haue this crown ofminc, cut from mv 
Ere / will fee the Crowne /o foule mifpla’ft.* 

Butcanft thou gefle that he doth ayme at it i 
Gu. jVpqn my life my L. and hopes to find you forward 







Ill 



TheTragedie 

Vpon his partie for the gaine thereof 
And thereupon he fends you this good ne wet I 
That this fame very day, your enemies. 

The kindred ofthe Queen mud die at Pomfret, 

Haft, Indeed /am no mourner for this nc wes 
Becaufe they hauc beene ftill mine enemies. * 

But that /k giuc my voice on Richards fide, 

T o bane my maifiers heires in true difeent* 

• God knovves 1 will hot do it to the death. > 

Cat. God keepe your Lord/hip in that oration* . 
Haft But I flaall laugh at this a twclucmonth hence 
Tliat they who brought me in nay /J/aifters hate ’ 

1 liue to lookc vpon their Tragedie; 9 

I tell thee Catesby, Cat, What my Lord i 
Haft, Ere a fortnight make me cider. 

Tie fend fome packing that yet thinke not on it, 

Cat, Tis a vile thing to die my gracious Lord 
"When men arc vnprepard and looke not for it * - 
~JH\° moHftrous,monft> ou S ,and fo fals it out 
With Riuers, Vaughan, Gray :and fo twill doo 
fome I 2 en elfc »who tliinke themfelues as faf e 
As thousand/, who as thou knowft aredeare 
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cat, The Princes both make high account of you. 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 7 

Haft. 1 know theydo,and / haue well deferuedit. 
Enter Lord Stanley, 

Whatroy I.. whercisyourBoare»fpcareinan# 

^*carc you the Boarc ancf goe fo vnprouided i 
Sun, My L.goodmorrow:good morrow Catesby: 
You may left on.by the holy roode, } 

/ do not like thefe feuerall councels /. 

H aft. My L. / hold my life as dearc as y ou do yourj, 

Anclntuerin my life I do proteft, ' * 

Was it more precious to me then it is now; 

Thinke you but that /know our ftatefecure, 

1 womd be fo tryumphant as /am > 
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And indeed had nocaufctomiftruft: 

Butvetyou fee how foone the day orecaft, 

7nis fu dden fcab ofrancor / mifdoubt, 
fray God, 1 prone a needlefle coward. 

But come my E, fh«dl we to the Tow er? 

Ha. I go: bur flay : heareyou not the newes* 

7nis da v'thofe men you talkc of, are beheaded, 

JM-fbey for their truth might better wcare their heads. 
Then fome that haue accufde them wearc their hat : 

4 B utco.mc my L. letvs away. Exit L. Standiej , c h Cat, 

Ha. Go you before, /le follow prefcntly. 

Enter Haftings a Purftuant. 

Haft.WtW met Haftings, how goes the world with thee?- 
Pnr. The better that If pleafe yoifr good Zordfliip to askc. 
Haft, /tell thee fellow, tis better with me now. 

Then when /met thee laft where now we rncetc : 

Then was I going prifoner to the Tower, 

By the fuggeftion of the Quecnes allies i 
But now I tell thee (keepe it to thy fclfe) 

This day thofe enemies are put to death, - m 

And /in berter ftate then euer I was. 

Pur, God hold it to your Honours good content. . 
Haft, Gramercy Hallings,holdfpend thou that. 

Htgiues him hispur/e. 

Pur. God faue your Tordlhip, Exit, Pur, Enter a Prieft. 

Haft, ff nat fir /ohn, you are well met, 

I am beholding toyoiijfor your lafl: dayes execife; 

Come the next Jabboth, and / will content you. Heyphif~. 

Enter Buckingham. (pert in hit eare. 

B uc. How now Zk>rd Camberlaine, what talking with a 
Your friends at Pomfret they do need the Prieft-: (Prieft: 
Your Honom hath no fhriuing vvorke in hand, 

Haft, Good faith and when Imet this holy man, 

Thofe men you talkeof, came info rny minde J 
JPhatjgoyou to the Tower my Torch 

do.bittlongljfhallnot Ray, A «*•’ 

/fliall returne before youV'/ord/hip thence,' 

Haft, Tis like enough, for /ftay dinner there, 

Sue, And fuppef too, although thou^nowR itnot : 






The Tragedie 

Come (hall we goe along } Exeunt, 

Enter Sir "Richard Ratiiffe t with the Lord Riuert, 
Gray, and Vaughan, prifonert. 

"Rat. Come bring forth the prisoners, 

%iu. bir Richard Ratliffe,let me tell thee this : 

T o day (halt thou behold a fubiett die, 

For truth,for dutie.andforloyaftie. 0 

Gray. God keep the prince from all the pack of you : 

A knot you are of damned blood-fuckers. 

Riu. O Pomfret,Ponifret,Oh thou bloudieprifon, 
Fatall and ominious to noble Peercs J 
Within the guiltie dofureofthy wallej 
Richard thefecond here was hackt to death : 

And for more flaunder to thy difmaH foale, /* , A, 

We giue thee vp our guiltleflc bloods to drinke. 

Gray, Now Margarets curfe is falnc vpon our heads, 
For (landing by, when Richard dabd her fonne, 

Ri. Then curll flic Hading, then curd (be Buckingham) 
Then curd flic Richard,Oh remember God, 

7o heare her jprayers for them,as now for <vs, 

Aifd for my fider.and her princely fonne : 

Be fatisfied deare God with our true bloods, 

Which as thou knowed vniuflly mud be fpilf. 

Rat. Come, come, difpatchjthe limit ofyour Hues is out, 
Rite. Come Gray, come Vaughan, let vs all imbrace 
And take our leauc,vntill we mcete in heauen« Exeunt , 
Enter the Lords to counfell. 

Hafl, My Lords at once.the caufe why we are met, 

Is to determine ofthc coronation. 

In Gods name fay, when is this royall day i 
Buc, Are all things fitting for that royall time ? 

*Dar. It is, and lack but nomination, 

Btjh. To morrow then./ geflea happie time, 

Buc. Who knowes the Lord Protestors mindc herein*. 
Who is mod inward with the noble Duke i (his rnindr. 

Bi, Why you my L : me thinks you fliould (boned know 
Buc. Who /my Lord ? we knove each others faces « 
But (or our hearts, he knowes no more ofmine, 

Then /of yours; nor I no moreofhi?,then you ofmine* 
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Lor .HafHugs, you and he are neare in lone. 

Uafl , 1 thanke his grace, I know he loues me well : 
Butforhis purpofein the coronation 
I haue not founded hiro,nor he deliucred 
His graces pleafure any way therein ; 

Jut you my L- may name the time, 

And in the D ukes behalf® tie giue my voice, 

Which /prefurae he will take in gentle part, 

Bijh. Now in good time here comes the D uke bimfelfe. 

Enter Giofter, 

Gio. My noble L.and coufens all good morrow, 

I haue bene long a deeper, but now /hope 
My abfence doth ncgle/t no great defignes, 
ffhich by my prefence migh t haue bene concluded. 

Sue . Had not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 
William L. Hadings had now pronound your part: 

I meane your voice for crowning of the king. 

gio, Then my L. Hadings, no man might be bolder. 
His Lordfbip knowes me well, and loucs me well. 

H rf* /thanke your grace, 

Gio. My L . of Elic, 

Bijh. My Lord, 

Gio. When /wasladin Holborne, 
iTawc good drawberrics in your garden there, 

/now bcfeech you fend for fome of them. 

Bi{h. I go my Lord. 



Gio, Coufen Buckingham, a word with you : 

Catesby hath founded Hadings in our bufinefle, 

And findes the redy gentleman fo hote, 

As he will loofehis head ere giue confent, 

His maiders fonne as wovfhipfull he termes if, * 

Shall loofe the royalde of Englands throane. 

Buc. withdraw you hence rtiy L. /lefollow you. Ex. Gio, 
Dor. v/c haue nor yet fet downc this day of triumph, 

1 o morrow in mine opinion is too foonc : 

For /my felfe am not fo well prouided 
As clfe /would be were the day prolonged. 

• Euterth * Bi P>°? 0 fEiie. (berries* 

Bi, Nereis my £.Prctcftor,/ hauefent fbrjthefc draw- 



r- 



The Tragedie 

H«/l, His Grace lookes cheerfully and fraooth to day 
Theres Tome conceit or other likes him vveli. 
fPhzn he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirit, 

I ihinke there is neticr a man in Chrifondome, 

'fhat can lefler hide his louc or hate then he; 

F° r by his face iiraight/Thud you know his heart* 

Dar, What of his heart perceiue you in his face. 

By any likelihood he (hewed -to day i 

Haft. Mary,thac with no man here he is offended, 
For it he were, he would hauefhcwenitin his face. 

"'Dar. I pray God he be not, I fav. 

Enter giofter, 

Q l ° ♦ J pray you all, what do they deferue 

That do confpire my death.withdiucliini plots, 

Ofdamned witchcrafr,and that-luuepreuaild 
Vpon my body with their hellifh charities } 

Haft . The tender loue / beare your Grace my Lord, 
Makes me mofbfbrward in this noblcprcfence, 

To doomethc offenders whatfoeuer thev be; 1 
/fay my Lord they haue deferged death. 

G/o, Then be your eyes the witnefle of this ill. 

See how /am be witcht, behold minearmc 
h like a blafled fapling withered yp, 

71ns is that Hd wards wife, that monffrous witch 
Contorted with that harlot trumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcrafts thus hauc marked me. 



If they haue done this thing my^cioirs Lord, 

r m?i f ‘ hon ® -° L r of tn,s danincd Jumper, 

Zellt thou me of if? cs?thou art a traitor. - 

Off with his head. Now by .Saint Paul, 

I will not dine to day / fweare, 

Vntill /fee the fame, fomc foe it done* 

Theaeathatlouem^comeandfoilow me^ Exempt. 



F^V^°flt rE r^ nd ’ not 3 wh,t for 

For 1 too fond might ha uepreitcn ted this:.; r- 
Stanley d!d dreaoie the boare did race his heime. 

But / difdaind,aud did fcorne to fiio, 

Three times to day my foqtecloth horfe did (limbic 

A ndftartled when he Iookt vpon the Tower, * 



of Richard the third. 

As loth to beare me to the flaughter-houfe. 

Oh now I want the Priefl that fpake tonic, 

I now repent / told the Purfiuant, 

As twere triumphing at mine enemies, 

How they at Pcmfrct bloodily were butchered, 

And I my felfe feenre in grace and fauour: 

Oh Margaret, Margarefjribw thy heauie eurfc 
Is lighted on poorcTlaftings wretched head. 

Cat, Difpatch my Lo. the Duke would be at dinner : 
Make* a fhort /lirifr,hc longs to fee your head. 

Haft. O momentary (fate of worldly men. 

Which we more huntfor,then for the grace of heauen: 
Who buildsshis hopes in aier ofyourfaire looked 
],iuis like drunken Saylers on a maft, 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downe 
/nto thefatall bowels of the deepe. 

Come leadc me to the bloclce, beare hita my head, 

They fmile a t me, that fhortly lhall be dead. Exeunt, 

Enter Duke of G lefler and 'Buckingham in armor. 

G(o, Come coufin.canft thou quake & change thy colour 
Murther thy breath in middle ofa word, 

And then begin againe.and flop againe. 

As if thou wert diffraught and mad with terror, 

Buc, Tutfeare not me. 

/ can counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 

Speake,and looke backhand prieon cucry fide: 

Intending deere fufpition,gaftly lookes 
Are at my feruice like inforced fniilcs. 

And both are readto in their offices 

To grace my flratagems. Enter CWaior, 

<74 Here comes the Maior. 

Buc. Lctmealonetoentertainehim, L, Maior. 

Glo. Looke to the drawbridge there, 

Buc, The reafon we Iiaue fent for you, 

Glo. Catesby ouerlooke the wallcs. 

Buc. Harke / heare a drumme, 

Glo, Looke backc, defend, thee, here areenemi.s. s 
Buc, God and our innocencie defend vs, 

Glo, 0,0, be quits, it is Catesby 
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Enter fatetbj with WufHugt head. 

Cat, Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 

The dangerous and vnfufpefted Haftings, 

Glo, So deare I lou’J the man, that I mu'ft vveepe : 

/ tookehim for the phineft harmeleileman, 

That breathed vpontke earth a Chriftian: 

Loolce ye my Lord Maior: 

Made him my booke wherein my foule recorded 
The Hiftorie ofall her fccret thoughts • 

So fmooth he daqbMhis vice with threw of vertue, 
That his apparant opep guilt omitted: 

/meanehi? conuerlationwith Shore* wife, 

He laid from all attainder offufpefr. 

Buck, We! I, well, he was the couertft flreltred traitor 
Tnat euer liu'd, would you hauc imagined, 

Or almoft belceue,wcrt not by great preferuatioa 
W'ielius to tell it youa? 7*he fubtile traitor 
Had this day plotted in the councell houfc. 

To murder me, and my good Lord ofGlofter. 
iMmr.ff'h at.hadhefo? 

Gl» t What thinke ye weareTurtes or /nfidel* 

Or that vve would againft the courfe of la w 
Proceed thus raftjly to the vi'laines death. 

But that the very extreme pcrill of the cafe, 

The peace of Eng!and,and our perfons fafetic 
/nforlt vs to that execution } 



Mu. Now faire befall you, he deferued his death. 
And you my good Lords both,haue well proceeded, 
To warne falfe traitor, from the like attempts: 

1 neucr lookt for better at his hands. 

After he once fell in with miftrelle Shore. 

Glo. Yet had not we determined lie fhould die, 

V null your Lord/hip came to fee his death, 

Winch now the longing haft of thefe our friends 
Somewhat againft our meaning hauc preuented, 
Becau fe ray Lord, we would haue had you heard’ 
Trie traitor fpca!ce>and tumcrou/Iy confcflc 
Tie manner, and the purpofe of his treafon. 

Tint you might well haue .flgoified tht & me 



y it 
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of Richard the th ird. 

Vnto the Citizens, who happily may 
Mjfconfter vs in him.andway le his death 
\j, M V <r 0 od L.V° ur Graces word lliall ferue 
Aswell as /had i’eene or heard him fpeake 
And doubt you not right noble Princes both 

Eut /le acquaint your dutious Citizens 
With all your iuft proceedings in this caufe. _ 

Glo, And to that end we willit your Lordfhip here, 

To auoid the car ping fenfures of the world, 

Buc But finceyou came too late of our intents, 

Yet witneffe what we did intend, and fo my Lord adue. 

Glo, After, after, Coufen Buckingham, Exit Muter, 

The Maior towards Guild-hallhies him in all poft, 

There atyour meetft aduantage of the time, 

/nferre the bafterdy of Edwards children: 

Tell them how Edward put to death a Citizen, 
jQnely for faying he would make his fonne 
Heire to the Crowne,meaning(indeed)his houfe, 

Which by the figne thereof was tearroed fo, 

Moreouer.vtge his h atefull luxurie, 

And beftiall appetite in change of luft. 

Which ftretchcd to their feruants, daughters, wiu«, 

Euen where his luftfull eye,otfauage heart, 

Without con troll lifted to make his prey t 
Nay for a need thus farre comes neere my perfoifc 
Tell them, when that my mother went with child 
Ofthatvnfatiatc Edward, noble Yorke, 

My princely father then had warres in France* 

And by iuft computation of the time 
Fouud that theiflae was not his begot. 

Which well appeared in hb lineaments. 

Being nothing like the noble Duke my fathers 
But touch this fparingly as it were a farre eff, 

Bcciufe you know my Lord,my mother liues, 

Bue, Fcare not, my Lord, he play the Orator, 

As if the golden fee for which / plcadc 
Were for my felfe. 

Git. /fyoti thriuewdl, bring them toBaynards Caftle, 
Where you fhall finde ate well accompanied 



. 






TheTragedie 

With reuerend fathers and well learned Bi/liops. 

Buc. About three or foure a clocke looke to heare 
What n ewes Guildhall affordeth.and fo my L.farewell 
Gh* Now will l in to fake fome priuie order Ex p\ 

To draw the Brats of Clarence out of fight, ’ ' 

Anri to notice that no manner perfon 

At any time haue rccourfc vnto the Princes* £ • 

_ . . , £w/<r f 4 Scrmmr with a paper i» hit hand. 

Tins 1 $ the indiflmentofthegood Lord Ballings, 
Which in a fethand fairely is engrofi’d 
3"hat it may be this day read ouer in Pauls: 

And marke how well thefequail hangs together 

Elcuen houers /fpent to write it ouer ’ 

For yefternight by Catesby was it brought me, 

7he prefident was full as long a doing, 

And yet within thefe fine hot-res lined L. Haftings, 

V ntamtedjvncxammed : free a t lib r rtie • 

Here s a good world the while. Why who's fo grofTe 
T^hat fees not this palpapale deuicej 
Yet who fo blind but faies he fees it not i 
Bad is the world >d all will come to nought, 

When fuch baadeahngs muff befi-ene in Thought. Exit, 
JT GUce P erat 0>ie do°re y Buckingham at another, 

g< 0 . How now my L. what fay theCitizcn- 
/for. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 

7he Citizens are mumme.and fpeake nor a w ord. 

Buc /did* wiSJif * children? 

w>t C1 K°^°r Urfathcr 1 then 1,1 -Ran^ 

Withail /did inferre your Jicnaments, 

^emg the right /dea ofyourfathcr, 

T°JJ r n T ,Ke and "^clnefreofmiode: 

Ld>d open all your viflorie in Scotland : 

Sresr 1 

ftttd yvhen my Ox a torjc grew to an cud, 



of Richard the third. 

Ibid them that loues their Countries good, _ 

Cry God fane Richard, Enghvnds royall King,, 

C Glo. A, and did theyfo? 

Bhc. Nofo God helpe me, 

Rut like dumbe ffatucs or breathlefle flones, 

GaZ Je each on other and lookt deadly pale : 

Which when / faw, /reprehended them, (lence? 

And askt the Mayor what meant this wilfuli fi* 

His anfwere was, the people werenot wont 
Xo befpokc too, but by the Recorder. 
y*hen he was vrgde to tell my tale againe : 

Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferd i 
Bui nothing fpake in warrant from himfelfe : 

When he had done.fome followers of mine owns 
At the lower endof the hall, hurled vp their caps. 

And fotne ten voy ces ctyed,God faue King Richard ♦ 
Thankes buing Cuizens and friends quoth /, 

This generall appCife and louing fhoute. 

Argues your wiledome and your loues to Richard? 

And fo brake off and came away. 

Cjio, Vhat tongueleffe blockes were they, would they not 
Buc. No by mv troth my Lord. (fpeake? 

Cjio. Will not the Mayor then, and his brethren come? 
Buc. The Maior is here : and intend fome feare, 

Benot fpoken withail, butwith mightiefutej 
And looke you get a prayer booke in your hand, 

And (land betwixt two Church-men good my Lord, 

For on that ground ile build a holy defcantJ 
Be not eafie wonne to our requelf, 

Play the maydes part, fay no,but take it. 

Gto, Feare not me, if thou canft pleade as well for them. 

As I can fay nay to thee for my felfe, 

No doubt wcele bring it to a happie iflue. 

Buc, You fhal fee what / can do, get you vp to the leadcs. 
Now mv Lord Maior, I dance attendance here* ((Exit. 
/think iheDakiiwilnotbefpolcen withail. Enter Catesby . 
Hite comes his feruarn : ho w now Catesby what faie$ he ?“* 
Cat. My Lord he doth entreat your Grace 
T 0 vifit hint to morrow, or next day,* 
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He is within with two reuerend Fathers,"' 

Diitinely ben t to medi ta tion. 

And in no worldly fute would he be mou'd, 

7b draw hint from his holy exercife, 

Buc. Rctuvne good Catesby to thy Lord againe, 

7cll him my felfe, the Miiorand Citizens, 

In deepe defignes and matters of great moment, 

No Idle importing then our generail good. 

Are come to hauc fome conference with his grace. 

Cat. lie tell him what you fay my Lord. Exit, 

2 luc, A ha my Lord, this prince is not an Edward : 

He is not lulling on a leaud day bed. 

But on his knees at meditation : 

Not dallying with a brace of Curtizans, 

B iit.mcditating with two deepe Oiuines : 

Not fleeping to ingroffe his idle body, 

But praying to inrich his watchfell foule. 

Happy were England, would this gracidlts prince 
Take on himfelfethefoueraigntie thereon, 

B ut furc / fcare we fh all n eucr winne him to it 

C Mai, Marry God forbid his grace fhoirld fay vs nay 
Enter Catesby : 

But. I feare he will, how now Catesby, 

What fayes ypur Lord# 

Cat, My L.he wonders to whatendyou haueaflembled 
Such troupes of Citizens to fpeakc with him, 

His grace not being warnd thereof before, 

My Lord, he feares you tfieane no good to him, 

Buc, Sory/animynoblecoufenftiould 
Sufpett me that I meane no good to him, 

By hcauen I come in perfect loueto him. 

And fo once more rcturne and telfhis grace : Exit Cattily, 
W hen holy and deuout religious men. 

Are at there beads, tis hard to draw thcmthence, 

S o fWeete is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rich, and two BifbofsaiofiC • , ' 4 * 

Maior, See where he Hands between two Clergy men, 
Buc, T wo props of vertue for a Chriftian Prince, 

7*o flay him from the fill of vanitie. 



of Richard the third. 



Famous Plantagcnet,moft gracious prince, 

Lend fauourable eares to my reqneft, 

And pardon vs the interruption 

Of thy demotion and right Chrifb'an zeale, 

*i Glo. My Lord, there needs no fuch apologie, 

I rather do bcfeech you pardon me, 
f ?]-. o earned in the feruiceofmy God, 

Negleft the vifitation of my friends i 
But leauingxhis, what is your Graces pleafure? 
Buc.Y,uen that /hope which pleafeth £o d aboue 
And^all good men of this vngouerned /le. 

Glo /do fufpeft, / Iiaue done fome offence. 

That feemes difgratious in the Cities eyes. 

And thaty ou cometo reprehend my ignorance, 

Buc, Youhauemy Lord ; would it pleafe your Grace 
At our entreaties to amend that fault, 

Glo, Els wherefore breath /in a Chrifiian land# 

Buc. Then kno w it is your fault that you refigne 
Thefupreame Seate, the Throne maieflicall. 

The Sceptred office of your Aunccftors, 

The lineall glory ofyour royaH Houfe, 

To the corruption of a blemifht ftocke : 

Whileftin the mildnefle of your fleepie thoughts. 
Which here we waken to our Countryes good : 

This noble He doth want his proper hmbes. 

Her face defac’t with flars of infamic. 



And almott (houldred in this 1 wallowing gulph. 

Of blind forgctfulnefle and darke obliuionj 

Which to rccure we heartily folicite 

Your Gracious felfe to take on you the foueraigntic thereof, 

Not as Protefter, •S > r.veward } <5'ubnitutc, 

Nor lawly Faftor for an others gaine, 

But as fucce/siuely from blood to blood. 

Your right of birth, your Emperic, your owne r 
For this conforted with the Citizens, 

Your worfhipfull and very louing friends, 

And by their vehement inhigation, 

*n this iufffute come / to mouc your Grace, 

H 




The Tragedie 

Git, I know not whether to depart in filcnce, 
Or bitterly to fpeake in your reproofe, 

Bed fitteth my degree or your condition : 

Your loue deferues'my thankcs.but my defert 
Vnmeri table fliunnes your high requeft, 

Firll if all obftacles were cut away. 

And that my path were euen to the crownc, 

As my right reuenew and due by birth, 

Yet fo much is my pouertie of fpirit. 

So mightie and fo many my defefls* 

As / had rather hide me from my greatnefle, 
BeingaBarkc to brooke no mightie fea, 

Then in my greatnefle couet to be hid. 

And in the vapour of my glory fmothcrcd: 

But God be thanked thetes no need for me, 

And much /need to helpeyou if need were, 
Tlicroyall tree hath left v* royall fruite. 

Which mellowed by the Healing houres of time* 
Will well become thefeateofmaiedie ; 

And make no doubt vs happie by his raigne. 

On him I lay what you would lay on me : 

The right and fortune ofhis happie Bar res, 
Which God defend that I fhould wring fro him, 
BftcMy lord, this argues cofcience in your grace, 

But the refpeftsthereofare nice and triuiall, * 

All circumftances well confidered. 

You fay that Edward is your brothers fonne, 

So fay we too, but not by Edwards wife; 

For firft he was contra# to Lady Lucy, 

Your mother liues, a witneflTe to that vow. 

And afterward byifubffitute betrothed 
To 2 ?o»*,fiftet to the king of France, 

Thefc both put by a poore petitioner, 

•A care-crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty. warning and diftrelled widowe, 

Euen in iheafternoone of her bed daies 
Made prize and purchafe ofhis luftfull eye, 
Seduc’c the pitch andheight of all his thoughts^ 



otH.icnard the third. 

Yobale dcclenfion and loathd bigamie, 

By her in his vnlawfull bed hegot, 

This £diMrV,whpm our tnaners ter me the prince : 

More bitterly could I expodulate, 

Saue that for rcuerence to feme aliuc 
/oiue a fparing limit to my tongue : 

Yne n good ray Lord, take to your royall felfc, 

Tnis proffered benefit of dignitie : 

Jfnot to bleffc vs and the land withall, 

Yet to draw out your royall flocke, 

From the corruption of abufing time, 

Vnto a liueall true dcriued eourfe. 

Mm, Do good my Lord, your Citizens intreatyou. 

£at, O make them ioyfull, grant their lawfull fute. 

Git, Alas, why would you heape thofe cares on me, 
lira vnfit for date and dignitie: 

/do befcech you take it not amide, 

/cannot.nor / will not yeeld to you, 

Buc. /f you refufe it as in loue and zeale,’ 

Loth to depofe the child your brothers fonfte, 

Atwell we know your tendernefle of heart, 

And gentle kind effeminate remorfe, 

Which we hauc noted in you to your kin, 

And egally indeed to all eftates, 

Yetwhethcryou acceptourfuteor no, 

Your brothers fonne dial neuer raigne our king, 

But we will plant fome other in the throne. 

To the difgraceand downfall ofyourhoufe « 

And in this refolution here we lcaue you. 

Come Citizens,zounds ile intreat no more. 

(jit. O do not fweare my Lord of Buckingham. 

Cat, Call them againe,my Lord, and accept their futc. 
jino£>o good my Lord, lead all the land do rew it. 

Git, Would you enforce me to a world of care} 

Well, call them againe,T am not made of Hones, 

But penetrable to 'your kind interats , 

Albeit againft my confcience and my foule. 

Couzen of Buckingham, and you fagegrauenwfl, 

H 2 Since 
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Since you will buckle fortune on my backe. 

To beare the burthen whether I will or no, 

I muft haue patience to endure the loade, 

But if blacke fcandale or fo foule fact rkuoach 
Attend the fequell ofyour impofition, * 

Your mcere inforcement fhal! acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and flames thereof. 

For God he knowes,and you may partly fee, 

How farre /am from the defire thereof ’ 

M*j, Go d bleftc your Grace, we fee it,and will fay it, 
Glo. In faying fo you (lialt but fay the truth, 

Bttc. The n Ifalute you with the kingly Title: 

Long Hue King %ichard t England? rovall Kin j. 

CMti. Amen. 3 . ° 



Bus, Tomorrow will itpieafeyou to be crown’d i 
qk. Euen when you will, (nice you will haue it fo. 

But. To morrow then we will attend your Grace, 
Glo. Come, let vs to our holy taskeagaine: 

Farewell good Coufen, farewell gentle friends. ExeunU 
Enter Queene mother^Dutcheffe ofTorke./Uarqnet 
Dorfetat one doore {Dutches ofgufttr 1 
at another do ore, 

A*. Who meets vs here, my Neece Plantagenet? 

Siller well met, whether away fo raft? 
TtHt.gio.no farther then the Tower, and as /guefTe 
Vpon the like deuotion as your felues, * 

To gratulate the tender Princes there. 

Kind filler thanks,Weele enter all together. 

. Enter the Lieutenant of the Tower , 

And in good time here the lieutenant comes. 

Marlter Lieutenant, pray you by your leaue. 

How fares the Prince* 



* ^ e ^ ac ’ am » a ^inbcalth:butbyyourlcaue, 
/ may not fuller yo u to vifit him, ■ 

Th S> K '?^ b ^5- h arai S fuI y charade the contrary o 
TheKtngfdrhy, who’s that# 

Zj«. /cry you mercie,/raeane the Lord Prote/lor. 

iW hmi from thaC Kingly title: 
Hathhefct bounds betwixt their loue andme: 
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r m fheir mother, who ffiouldkcepemetrom them? 
VZ theirs father mother,and will tee them. , 

*r> Glo Their Aunt/ammlaw,inloue their mother 
riienfeare not thou ile beare thy blame, 

4 ' j fake thy office from thee on my peril!. 

^ Lieu I do bcfeech your Graces all to pardon me ; 

C/4» Letmebutmeetcyou Ladies an houre hence, 
ile faluteyour Grace of Yorlce, as mother: 
Aodreuerent looker on, of two faire ^iicenes. 

Come Madam.you mult go wrth me to Weftminfter, 
Thereto be crowned Richards royall Queene, 

<L, O cut my lace in funder,that my pent heart 
May haue feme fcope to beate,or elie found 
With this dead killing newes. 

Dor. Madame, haue comfort.how fares your Grace f 
Qu.O Dorfet/peake not to me, get thee hence, 

Death and definition dogge thee at the heelcs, 

Thy mothers name is ominous to children, 

7f thou wilt outftrip death, goe crofie the feas. 

And line with Richmond, from the reach of hell. 

Goe hie thee„hie thee,from this (laughter houfe. 

Lead thou increafe the number of the dead, 

Andmake me die the thrall of Ai argarets curfe. 

Nor mother, wife, nor Englands counted Qiieene. 

Stan, Full of wife care is this your counfell 3/adam, 
Take all fee fwift aduantage of the time: 

You (hall haue letters from me to my fonne. 
Tomecteyou on the way, and welcome you, 

Be not taken tardie, by vnwife delay. 

Dut.Tor, O ill difpearfingwmdofmiferie, 

O my accurfed wombe,the bed of death, 

A Cocatrice had thou hatcht to the world, » 

Whofe vnavoided eye fe murthcrous, 

San , Come /t/adam,/in all haft was fent for, 

Dncb, And l in all vnwillingnetle will goe» 

/would to God that the inclufiue verge 
Of golden mettallihat mnftround my browe* 
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i nc i ragcdic 

W ere red hotte ft cel c to fearc me to tbebraine 
Annointedletmcbe with deadly poyfon, 

And die, ere men can fay, God faue the Qticene. 

£*• Alas poore foule, I enuie nor thy glorie," 

7o feede my humor, wifli thy fclfe no harme. * 
‘Dut.Glo, No, when he t!«r.-'s my husband now 
Came to me as /followed Henries courfe * 

When fcarce the blood was well waiLtfrom his hanJ. 
Which iflued from my other angell husband, 

And that dead faint, which then / weeping follows 

0,when I fay, /lookt on Richards face, * * 

T'his was my wifh.be thou quoth /accurft 
For making me fo yong.fo old a widow, * 

And when thou wedfhlet forrow hauntthv bed 
And be thy wife,ifany be fo badde • " 

As miferable by the death of thee, 

As thou haft made me by my deare Lords death ' 
Loe.euen I can repcatc this curfc againe, * 

£uen info lbort a fpace,my womans heart 
Crofly grew eaptiue to his hony words. 

And prou'd the fubiefts of my own foules curfe 
Which euer fincc hath keptmy eyes from fleepe’ 

F or neuer yet, one hom e in his bed, 

Haue I enioyed the golden deaw of fleepe, 

But haue beene waked by his timerous dreames 
BefideSjhe hates me for my father Warwicke * 

And will fhortly be rid of me. 



£u. Alas poore foule,/ pittie thy complaints. 

T> ' ' vr e the from roy foule /mourne for y< 

lit tA/Arlill Ttr a! ^ /T 1 _ _ • _ 



ours, 



Dar.GVo.Nomore meirorn my louie /mourne 

£«• Farcwell,thou wofullwelcomer of glorie. 

BttuGlo. Adue poore foule, thou takft thy Jcaue ofit. 

Du.Tor, Go thou to Ricbmodj&good fortun euidethee 
Oo thou to Richard, and good Angels gu'ard thee. 

Go thou to fan£luarie,good thoughts poftefle thee, 

/ to mv graue where peace and reft lie with me, 

Rightte odde yearesofforrow haue /feene, 

And each bourcs ioy wrackt with a weeke oftcene, 

: T ' - Tkt 
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rkt 'Trumpets fennel. Enter Richard crowned. Bucking* 

1 ham, Catesby, with other Nobles, 

Kmt. Stand all apart, Cofcn of Buckingham, 

Giue me thy hand ! ' Hereheafeendeth 

Thus high by thy aduice hts throne, 

And thy aflistance is king Richard feated : 

Bat (hall we weare thefe honors for a day i 
Or iFiall they laft, and we reioycc in them? 

Buc Bull line they, and for euer may they laft. 

Kin. Ri ■ O Buckingham, now I do play the touch) 
fo trie if thou be currant gold in deed : 

Yong Edward liucs : thinke now what I would fay, 

Buc. Sayonmygratiousfoueraigne. 

Kin. Why Buckingham, I fay /would be king, 

Buc. Why fo you are my thrice renowmed liege. 

Kin, Ha : am / king ? tis fo,but Edward liues. 

Buc, True noble Prince. 

King O bitter confequence, 

That Edward (til ftiould liue true noble Prince. 

Cofen, thou vvert not wont to be fo dull : 

Shall lbe plainc 1 /wifli the baftards dead, 

And /would haue it fuddenly performde. 

What fatft thou ? fpeake fuddenly, be briefe. 

Buc. Your Grace may do your pleafure. 

Kin, Tut, tut, thouart all yce,thy kindneflefreezeth. 

Say, haue / thy confenr that they fhall die ? 

Buc, Giue me fome breath, feme little paufc my Lord, 

Be fore Ipofitiuely fpeake herein : 

I wll refolueyour Grace intmediatly. 

Cat. The kihg is angry.fee,He bites the lip, 

I will conucrfe with iron vvitted fooles, 
Andvnrefpeffiue boycs,nonearefor me 
That looke into me with confederate eyes} 

5ov, high reaching Buckingham growescircumfpect. 

Boy. £ord. 

King. Know ft thou not any whom corrupting gold 

Would 
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Wduld tempt vnto a clofc exploit of death. 

Boy. My Zord, / know a difcontcnted Gentleman, 
W'hofe humbl; meanes match not his haughtie minde, 
Gold were as goodastwentie Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing. 

King. What is His name? 

Boy His name my Lord, is Tirrell, 
l(tng, Goe call him hither prelently. 

The deepe reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more (hall be the neighbour to my counfell, 

Hath he fo long held out with me vnurdc 
And (lops he now for breath * 

Eater Darby. 

How now, what newes with you * 

T>ar. My Lord, / heare the Marquefle Dorfct 
7s fled to Richmond, in thofe parts beyond the feas where 
he abides, % 

King . Catesby. Cat, MyZord. 

King, Rumor it abroad 
That Anne my wife is fickeandliketodie, 

/will take order for herkecping clofc : 

Enquire me out fome meane borne Gentleman, 

Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter, 

?’hc boy is foolilh, and I feare not him : 

Zooke how thou dreamft : Zfay againe, giue out 
That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die, 

A bout it, for it ftands me much vpon, 

To flop all hopes whofe growtli may damage me, 
7 muft be married to my brothers daughter, 

Or elfe iny kingdome (lands on brittle glafle, 

Murthcr her brothers, and then marry her, 

Vncertaine way ofgaine, but / am in 
Sofarre in blood, that fin plucke on fin, 

Teare falling pittiedwels not in this eye. 

Enter Tirrel. 

Is thy name Tirrell? 

Tit. lames Tirrel, and yoar moft obedient fubic#.’ 
King. Art thou indeed; 

fit. 
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; enemies. 



Ttr. Prouc me my gracious feueraigne. 

Tint. Darft thou refolue to kill a friend of mine* 

7i>, /my Lord, b *tl had rather kill two deepe er 
King. Why there thou haft it, two deepe enemies, 
joes to my reft, and my fweete fleepes difturbs 
Are they that /would haue thee deale vpon 
Tirrel, /meane thofe baftards in the tower, 

Tir. Let me haue open meanes to come to 
Aud foone He rid you from thefeare of them. 

King. Thou fingft fweete muficke. Come hither Tirnn, 
Go by that token, rife and lend thine care, Hewbifttersin bit 
Tis no more but fo, fay i c is done (/art. 

And / will loue thee, and prefere thee too. 

Jir. Tis done my gracious Lord. 

King . Sfliall we heare from thee 7irrell,ere vre deepe J 
Enter Buckingham, 

Tir. Yelhallmy Lord, 

Buc, My Lord, I haueconfidered in my mind, 

The late demaund that you did found me in, 

K.ng, Well, let that pafle, Dorfet is fled to Richmond, 
Buc. /heare that newes my Zord. 

King, Stanly he is your wiues fonne, Wel,looke too if. 
Buc. My Lord,! claime your gift, my due by prornife. 
For which your honor and your fath is pawnd, 

The Earledome of Herfort and themoueables, 

7ne which yon promifed I (hould poflefle. 

King. Stanly looke to your wife, if (he conuey 
Letters to R ichmond you (hall anfwere if. 

Buc. What fayes your highnefle to my iuft demaund* 
King. As / remember, Henry thefixt 
Didprophrfie that Richmond (houldbcking, 

When Richmond was a little pceuifh boy, 

A king perhaps, Buc\. My Lord. 

King, How chance the Prophet could not at that time, 
Haue told me, /being by, that / (hould kill him. 

Bucki My Lord, your promife for the Earldi 
Ki”g» Richmond, when laft / was at Exctt 
The Maior incurtefie (hewcdmc the Caftle* 



. 
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And called it Ruge -mount, at which name iftartcd, 
Bccaufea Bird o! /reland told tueoncc, 
l ihould not l iuc long alter /fa w Richmond* 

Buc, My Lord. 

King, 1, whaisaclokc* 

Buc. I am thus bold to put your grace in minde 
Of what you prcmifde me. 

Xing, Wei), but whats acloke? 

Buc. Vpon the fi roke of ten. 

King, Wclljlctitflrike* 

Buc, Why let it ftrike ? 

-KV«^. Becaufe that like a/acke thou keepeft the ftroke 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation, 

/am not in the giuing vaine to day* 

'Buc. Why then refolue me whether you will or not- 
K,T ut, tut, thou trouble!! me, I am not in the vain e.Sxit, 
Buc..ls iteuenfo ’rewards he my trueferuice 
With fuch deepeconrempr,made / him king for this i 
O let me thinke on Hafhngs,and be gone 
T o Brecnock, while my fearcfull head is on, . £xh. 

Enter Sir Francit Tirreli \ 

Tir. The tyrannous and bloody deed is done,. 

The moft arch aft of pitteous maflacre,. 

Thateuer yet this land was gniltieof, 

Dighton and Torre!! whom / did fubborne 
To do this ruthfull peece of butchery. 

Although they wereflefjht villaines,bloody dogs, 
Melting with tendernefle and kind companion, 

Wept like two children in their death fad (lories: 

Loe thus quoth Dighton laic thofc tender babes, 

T hus, thus quoth Forrefl girdling one another 
Within their innocent alablaficr armes, 

Their lips like foure red Rofes on a flalke. 

Which in their fommer beautie kid each other, 

A booke ofpraiers on their pillow laic, 

Which once quoth Forrcd almod changd my tninde, 
Sot O the diueli : there the villaine flopt, 

Whilft Dighton thus told on we frootho cd 

The 
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The moll replensfhcd fwcet worke of nature, 

That from the prime creation euer he framed, 

They could not fpeakc,and fo I left them both, 

To bring this tydingsto the bloody king.* 

Enter king Richard. 

And here he comes. All haile my foucraigne liege. 

King, Kind Tirreli, am / happy in thy newes i 
fir.rtto haue done the thing you gauc in charge 
fleget your happineflcibe happie then, 
for it is done my Lord, 

Xing. But did!! thou fee them dead J 
T»r. 1 did my Lord, 

Xing , And buried gentle Tirreli i 
Tir The Chaplaine of the Tower hatli buried them: 
iuthow,or in what place I do not know. 

King. Come to me Tirreli foonc at after fupper. 

And tho,u (halt tell the procefle of their death, 

Meane time but thinke how I may do thee good. 

And be inheritor of thy defire, Exit Tirreli, 

Farewell till foone. 

Thefonne of Clarence haue I pent vp dofe. 

His daughter meanly haue I matcht in marriage. 

The fonnes of Edward (Teepe in Abrahams bofome. 
And Anne my wife hath bid the world goodnight; 
How for I know the Brittainc Richmond aimes 
Atyong Elizabeth my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne. 

To her f goc a iolly thriuing wooer* Enter Catetky 
Cat, My Lord. 

KkGood newes or bad, that thou come!! info bluntly 
Cat. Bad newes my Lord, 81) is U J *“ 

And .Buckingham backt with the 
Is in the field, and dill his power 
Kin, Ely with Richmond rroul 
Then Buckingham and his rafn 1 
Come,/ haue heard that fearfuil c 
A leaden feruiior to dull delay. 
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Then firie expedition be ray wings, 

Loue,Mercurie and Herald for aking. 

Come m ufter men, my counfaile is my Afield, 

We Biuft be briefe,when traitors braue the field, Extttm 

Enter Queene Margaret [ola. 

jQjMar, So now profperitie begins to mellow. 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death: 

Here in rhefe confines flilic hauc I lurkt, 

To watch the waining ofmincaducrfarics j 
A dire induction am 1 witnefte too, 

And will to France, hoping the conference 
Will prone as bitter,blacke,and tragical!. 

Withdraw thee wretched Margarct,who comes here# 

Enter the £hteene } and the 'Vntchejfe ofTorke , 

' V - Ls"'. r . i . 1 . ■ ; 

Ah my yong Princes, ah my tender babes! 

My vnblo wne flo wers, new appearing fweets. 

If yet your gentle fouiesfliein the aire 
And be notfixtindoomeperpetuall, 

Houer abou t me with your aierie win<>s, 
vrfnd heare your mothers lamentationf 

gu.UHar. Houer about he, fay that right for right 
Hath dimd your infant morne,to aged night. 

Wilt thon O God,flie from fuch gentle lambcs, 
And throw them in theintrailes of the Wolfe: 

When didft thou fleepe, when fuch a deed was done# 
^•M-.When holy Mary died, and my fweetfonne, 
Dutch'TiYmd fight, dead life, poore mortal! liuingghoft) 
Woes fceanc,worlds fiiame, graues due by life vfurpt. 
Reft thy vnreft on Englands lawfull earth, 

Vnlawfully madedrijnke with innocents blood, 

J&'O that thou wouldft as well afford a graue 
As thou canfts yeeld a melancholy feate, 

T hen would / hide my bones, not reft them here : 

O who hath any caufe to mourne but I# 
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Diet, So many miferies haue craz’d my voice 
That my woe- wearied tongue is mute & dumb. 

Edward plantagenct.why art thou dead # 

Qu.Mar,l f ancient forrow bemoftreuerent, 

Giue mine the benefit of fignorie. 

And let my woes frownc on the vpper hand, 

7f forrow can admit focictie, 

Tell ouer yoiir woes againc by viewing mine, 

/had an Edward, till a Richard kild him. 

/had a Richard, fill a Richard kild him . 

7*nou hadft an Edward, till a Richard kild him, 

7*jiou hadft a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Dut. I had a Richard too, and thou didft kill him? 

/had a Rutland too,and thou holpft to kill him, 

JSLM. Thou hadft a Clarence too,till Richard kild him: 
From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept, 

A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death, 
yhat dogge that had his teeth before his eyes 
To worrTe Iambus, and lap their gentle bloods, 
yhat foule defacer of Gods handy worke, 



Thy wombe let loofe,to chafe vs to our graues, 

0 vpright,iuft,and true difpofing God, 

How do /thanke thee, that this carnallcurre 
Praies on the iflfue of his mothers body, 

And makes her pue-fellow with others mone. 

Harries wife, triumph not in my woes, 
God witnefte with me, I haue wept for thee, 

QM . Beare with me,I am hungry for reuenge, 
And now I cloie me with beholding it: 

Thy Edward, he is dead, that ftabd my Edward, 

7liy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward, 

Yong Yorke.he is but bootc,becaufe both they 
Match not the high perfection ofmy loftc: 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that kild my Edward, 

And the beholders of this tragicke play, 
Theadulterate Haftings,Riuers, Vaughan Gray, ? 
Vntimcly fmothred in their duskie graues, 

Richard yetliue$|hels blacke intelligencer, 

I S 



Oncly 
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Onely rc'erucj their factor to buy foules. 

And (end them thither, but at hand at hand, 
i .nfues his piteous, and vnpittied end. 

Earth gapes, hell burncsjfiends roare, Saints pray 
T o ha uc him fuddenly conn eyed a way: * 

Cancell his bond of life,deare God /pray, 

That /may liuetofay.thedogis dead, 

thou didsprophecic the time would come 
hat 1 mould with for thee to hclpe me curfe 

Ziiat botte'.dtpider.thatfoule huach-backr toadc 

gja Mar I cald thee then, vaine flourifh of my fortune 
I cald thee then, poore fhadow, painted Qiieene 
The prefdntationof, but what I was, ^ * 

T lie flattering index of a direful! pageant, 

One hcau’d a high,to be hurld do wife below 
A mother onely^nockt with twolweet babes, 

Adreame of which then werr,a breath, abubbie. 

A figncofthghitie,a garifh flagge. 

To be the aim * of cuery dangerous /hot, 

A Quecne in ieaft, onely refill thefeeanej 
Where is thy husband now,where be thy brothers # 
Wiiere be thy children, wherein docll thou iov » 

Who fues to thee, and cries God fane the Quecne# 
Where be the bending peers that flattered thcc # 

™ c be the thronging troupes that followed thee# 
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art, 

For happy wife,a mod diftrefled widow ♦ 

For ioy full mother, one that wailcs the name* 

For Queene,a very Catiuccrownd with care: 

For one being fued too,one that humbly fues : 

For one commanding all, obeyed ofnonc* ’ 

For one that fcornd at me, now fcornd ofme, 
rims hath the courfe of iuflice wheel’d about 
And left thee but a very prey to time 
Hauing no more but thought of what thou art. 

To torture thee the more,being what thou art. 

TViou dtd« vfiirpc my place, and doefl thou not 
Vfurpe the juft proportion of my forrow# 
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>JoW thy’p rollc * ncc ' ce > beares halfe my burthened yoke, 

From which, euen here, I flip my weary necke, 
a ndleate the burthen of it all on thee: 

Farewell Yorkcs wife, and Qpccne of fad mifchance, 

Tliefc English wars, will make me fntsle in France. 

gu. Othou weHskildincurfeSjftaya while. 

And teach tr. e how to curfe mine enemies, 

Forbeare to fleepe the night, and faft the day, 
Compare dead happinefle with lining woe, 

7 *hinke that babes were fairer then they were. 

And he drat flew' them fowler then he is } 

Bettring thy loflc makes the bad caufes worfe, 

Reuolaing this, will teach thee how to curfe. 

jgu. My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 
JjlM.Thy woes wil make them fiharp,& pierce like mine, 

Dat, Why fhould calamitie be full of words# Exit. Mar, 

Qa, tf'indic atturnics to your clients woes, 

Aierie fuccecders ofinteftate ioyes, 

Poore breathing orators ofmiferies. 

Let them haue fcope, though what they do impart 
Helpenot at all,yet do they cafe the heart. 

Dut, IffOjthen be not tongue- tide, goe with me, 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets Another 
My damned fonnes which thy two Tonnes fmothred : 

1 heare his drum,be copious in exdaimts. 

Sitter king Richard marching with Drammet • 

And Trumpet?, 

King, Who intercepts my expedition ? 

Tut, A fhc,that might haue inercepted thee, 

By flrangiing thee in her accurfed womhe, 

From all the (laughters wretch, that thou hafl done. 

Hid’ft then that forehead with a golden crowne, 

Where would be grauen, if that right were right, 

The (laughter of the Prince thatowde that crowne, 

And the dire death of my two fonnes, and brothers ; 

Tell me thon villainc (laue, where are my children ? 

Dut* 
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Dut. Thou tode, thou, tode, where is thy brother Clarccc; 
And little Ned Plantaget, his fonne? 

£)u, Where is kind Haffings, Riuers, V atlghan, Gray ; 
King. A flouri/h trumpets, frrike alarum drummes, 

Let not thehcaucns hearethefe tel- tale women. 

Raile on the Zords annointed. Strike I fay. Thetrum^u 
Either be patient, and intreat me faire, foundt, ‘ 

Or with the clamour report of warre, 

Thus will / drowneyour exclamations. 

Dut, Art thou myfonne? 

King. I, /thank God, my father and yourfelfe, 

Dut. Then patiently heare my impatience. 

King. Mrdame /hauea touch ofyaur condition. 
Which cannot brookc the accent of reproofe, 

Dut , /will be milde and gentle in my fpeech. 

King. And briefe good mother, for / am in hafte 
Dut. Art thou fo haftie,I haue ftaid for thee, 

God knowes in anguifli, paine and agonic. 

King. And came 1 not at laft to comfort you you/ 

Dut, No by the holy roode thou knowft it well. 
Thou camft on earth, to make the earth my hell ; 

A greeuous burthen was thy birth to me. 

Techie and waiward was thy infancie, 

Thy fchoole-daies frightfull, defperate, wilde and furious: 
Thy age confirmed, proud, fubtil, bloudie,trecherous, 
fP'hat comfortablehoure canft thou name, 

That euer grac’t me in thy companies 
K. Faith none but Humphrey houre, that cald your gract 
To breakfaft onceforth ofcompanie : 

If be fo gratiousin your fight, 

Let me march on, and not offend your grace, 

Dut. O heare me fpeake, for / fhall neuer fee the more, 
King. Come, come, you are too bitter. 

Dut. Either thou wilt die by Gods iuft ordinance, 

Ere from this warre thou turne a conquerour, 

Or / with griefe and extreame age /hall periib. 

And neuer looke vpon thy face againe : 

Therefore take with thee my moft heauie curfe, 

Which 
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w ;,: c h in the day of baftell tire thee more 
^ 3 j[ c he tompleat mmor that thou wearfr, 

M praiers on the aduerfe partie fight, 

And there the lirle foules of Edwards children, 
tVbifper the fpirit of thine enemies. 

And promife them fucccflc and viflorv, 

Bloudie thou art, bloudy will be thy end, 

Shame femes thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exk. 

^.Though farmore caufe, yet much lctfe (piritto curie 
Abides in me, I fay Amen to all. 

King. St ay Madame, /mult fpeake a word with you. 

C)u I haue no more fonnesof the royal l blood. 

For thee to mu r tlicr, for my daughters Richard, 

Tiey /ball be praying N urines, not weeping Quecnes, 

And therefore leucll'not to hit their lilies, 
f King. You hauea daughter cald Elizabeth* 

Vertuous and faire, royall and gratious, 

£h. And murt /lie die for this# O let her hue* 

Andlle corrupt her manners, ftainc her beautie, 

Jlander my felfe,as falfeto Edwards bed, 

7lirow oner her the valeofinfamie, 

Joihemay liuevnskard from bleeding (laughter, 

/will confefle /he was not Edwards daughter. 

King, Wrong not her birth, flic is of royall blood. 

^ To fane her life, lie fay (he is notfo. 

Ktng. Her life is only fafefl in her birth. 

Jgu. And only in that fafetie died her brothers. 

Km, Lo at their births good flars were oppofite. 

No to their hues bad friends were contrary. 

King. A 11 vnauoyded is the doome of defteny. 

£u, T rue, when auoy ded grace makes deftiny, 

My babes were deftinde to a fairer death. 

If grace had b'eft thee with a fairer life, 

K. Madam.fo thriue I in my dangerous attempt ofhoflile 
As/ intendmoregoodtoyouandyours, ("arm es, 

Then cueryou or yours were by me wrongd. 

What good is couerd with the face of heauen, 

To be difeouerd that can do me good# 

Ki»/. The aduanceroent of your children snightie Zady. 
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g>*. Vp to Come fcaffbld, there to loofe their heads. 

K*«£. No to the dignitieand height of honor. 

The height imperiall tipeof this earths glory, 
gu- Flatter ray forr owes with report of it, 

Teli ms what ftate,whatdignitic,what honor, 

Canrt thou demife to any child ofmine ? 

K Euen all / tiaue.yca and my felfcand all, 

Will 1 withall endow a child of thine. 

So in the Lethe of thy angry foule, 

Thou drowne thefad remembrance of thofe wrongs 
Which thou fuppofeft 1 hauedone to thee. 

g»- Be briefe,left that the procefle of thy kindnefle 
Laft longer telling then thy kindnefle doo, 

IC.Then know that from my foule /loue thy daughter, 

£u. My daughters mother ihinkes it with her foule, * l 
Kw. W'hatdoyou thinkef 

g*- That thou doeft loue my daughter from thy foule. 

So from thy foulcs loue didft thou her brothers, 

Andfrom my hearts loue 7 do thanke thee for it. 

K *ng t Be not fo haftie to confound my meaning, 

/ meane that with my foule /lone thy daughter, 

And meane to make her Quecne of England. 
g& S ay then, who doeft tbou meane fhall he her king? 

K*»£. Euen he that makes her Quecne, who fhouldelfe# 
gtt. What thou* 

K fag. J,euen /, what thinke you ofit madame f 
g?, How canft thou wooe her i 
K fag. T hat / would learne ofyou. 

As one that were beft acquainted with herhutnor, 
gj* And wilt thou learne of. me? 

Madam with alt my heart, 
g^. Send to her by the man that flew her brothers 
A paircof bleeedmg hearts, thereon ingraue, 

£dward and Yorke. then happily Che will weepe, 

Therefore prefent to her, as femetime Margaret ’ 

Did to thy father ,a handkercluffe fteept in Rutlans blood, 

A nd bid her drie her weeping eyes therewith, 

If this inducement force her not to lone. 

Send her a ftory of thy noble affs : 
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jq-j t vnde Riuers,yeaand for her fake 
jyjjfjeft quicke conueiance with her good Aun t Anne, 
Corne,come,ye mocke me, this is not the way 
7*o winne your daughter. 

gtt. There is no other way, 

Vnleile thou couldft put on fome other fliape, 

And not be Richard that hath done all this, 

K>'«. Inferre faire Englands peace by tuis alliance, 
gu, Which (he fhall purchafe with ftill lafting warrejl 
K*». Say that the king which may command intreats, 
gu, Tin at at her hands which the kings king forbid. 
Km. Say fhe fhall be a high and mightie Queene. 
gu. To waile the title as her mother doth, 

K in. Say I willloue her euerlaftingly, 
gu. But how long /hall that title euer laft ? 

K in. Sweetly inforce vnto her faire Hues end. 
gu, gut how longfaiiely fhall that title laft? . 

K fa. So long as heauen and nature lengthens it, 
gu. So long as Hell and Richard likes ofit. 

K in. Say /herYoueraigne.am her fubieft loue. 
git. But fhe your fubieft loaths fuch foucraigntie. 

K in. Be eloquent in my behalfe to her. 

gu. An honeft tale fpeeds beft being plainely told. 

Km. Then in plaine tearmes tell her my louing tale, 
gu Plaine and not honeft is too harfh a ftile. 
K»».Madam,your reafons are too fhallow 6c too quick. 
gu, O no, my reafons are too deepe and dead.j 
Too deepe and dead poore infants in their graue. 

Harpe on it ftill fhall /, till heart-firings breake. 

Kin, Now by my George, my Garter and my Crowne, 
gw Prophand,difhonord,and thethird yfurped. 

Km, /fwearc by nothing. 

gu, By nothing/or this is no oath. 

The George prophapd, hath loft his holy honour: 

The Garter blemifht.pawnd his knightly vertue: 

T he Crowne vfurpt,difgrac’t his kingly dignitic, 

/f fomething thou wilt fweare to be beleeude, 

Sweare then by fomething that thou haft not wrongd. 

K in. Now, by the world. 



\i lip 
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The Tragedie 

Qa. Tit full of thy foulc wrong?* J 

King, My father* death. 

JHu. Thy felfe hath that difhonord. 

King. Then by ray felfe. 

Thy felfe, thy fclf’e mifvfcft. 

King. Why, then by God* 

Qm. Gods wrong is naoft ofall : 

If thou hadft feard.to breakean oath by him. 

The vnitiethe King my brother made, 

Had not becne broken, nor my brother flaine, 

/fthou hadft fcarde to breake *n oath by him, 
Theemperiall mettel circling now thybrow, 

Had graft the tender temples of my childe. 

And both the Princes had beene breathing here, 
Which now two tender play-fellowcs for duft, 

7hy broken faith hath made a prey for wormes. 

Kim. By the time to come, 

J 2 *- That thou haft wrongd in time orepaft, 
jFor / my felfe haue many tearcs to vvafh 
Hereafter time for time, by the part wrongd, 

The children liue.whofe parents thou haft flau^htred. 
Yngouernd youth to waileit in their age: 

The parents liue whofe children thou haft butchred, 
Old withered plants to waile it with their a°c: 

Sweare not by time to come, for that thou haft' 
Mifvfed,nere vfed,by time mifvfed orepaft. 

King. As /intend to profper and repent, 

Sothriue /in my dangerous attempt. 

Of hoflile armes,my felfe, my felfe confound,. 

Day yccld me not thy light, nor night thy reft, 

Be oppofite,all planets of good lucke 
To my proceedings, if with pure heai ts lone,, 
/mraaculated deuotior,holy thoughts, 

I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter 
In her con lifts my happinelleand thinc^ * 
Without her, folio Wes to this land and me, 

To thee, her felfe, and many a Chriftian foulc. 

Sad defo!ation,ruine,and decay, 

Jt cannot bcauoided but by 



•tti 



william Shakespeare Richard III (stc 22317) 




of Richard the third. 




Thereto* good mother (/mull call you fo) 

Be the attorney ofroy loi eto her. 
pleade what 1 will be, not w hat /haue becne, 
ftotby defats, but what / will deferue: 
y rge the nectflitie and ftate of times, 

And be not pecuilh fond in great defigne?, 

9m. Shall I be tempted of the Diuell thus ? 

/, if the Diucil tempt thee to do good, 

Oh, Shall /forget my felfe to be my felfe ? 

‘king. /, if your felfes remembrance wrong your felfe. 
J£m. But thou didft kill my children* 

King, Butin your daughters wombe, /1c burie them, 
Where in that neft of fpiccrie there fhall breed, 

Selfes of themfelues to your recomfiture. 
jQu. Shall I go win my daaghter to thy will i 
King. And be a happie mother by the deed. 
gm, l go, write to me very Ihortly, 

King. “Scare her my true loues ki flejfarewell. Exit.^u, 
Relenting foole, and fhallow changing woman, Enter Rat, 
%at My gracious foucraigne.on the Wcfternecoaft, 
Ridcth a puiflant Nauie,7o the (Tore 
Throngmany doubtfull hollow harted friends, 
Vnarmd,and vnrefolud to beatc them bat kc: . 

Tis thought that Richmond is their Admirall: 

And there they hull, expetting but the ay d, 
OfBuckingham to welcome them a fhore. 

King. Some light- foote friend poft to the Duke of NoifF 
Ratliffe thy felfe, or Catesby,whereis he? 

Cal, Here my Lord; 

Kin, Flie to theDukerpoft thou to Salisbury, 

When thou comeft there:dull viimifldfuH villain e 
Why ftands thou ftill,and goeft not to the Duke? 

Cat. Firftrnightic foueraigne.ktme know your rcinde, 
Whatfrom your grace I fhall ddjuer him. 

Kin. O true, good Catesby.bi J him leuic ftraight, 

Tl>e greateft ftrength asid po w er he can make. 

And meeteineprefently at Salisbury. 

Kat , What is it your highnes pleafure /fhal do at falisbury f 
K»* Why what wouids thou do there before I go? 








The Tragedie 

R*t. Your Highncfle told me / fhould poft before, 
K*». My minde is changd fir, my mindc is chan*d.' 
Kow now,what newes with you# Enter Darby. 
Dar. None good my Lord.to pleafe you with the he'arin* 
Nor none (o bad but it may well be told. • 

K«*.Hoiday,ariddle, neither good nor bad; 

Why dooft thou runne fo many mile about, 
fPnen thou mayft tell thy tale a neerer way, 

Once more what newes? 

‘39*r, Richmond is on the feas. 

Xing. There let him finke,and be the feas on him, 
fPuite liuerd runnagate 4 what doth he there# 

Da. I know not mighty fotieraigne but by <rucfle. 
l{in%. Well fir/as you gueire,as you guefle. ° 

^jra^je^.^turd vp by Dorfet,Buckingham,and Elie f 
He makes for England, there to claimethe crowne. 

Kin, Is the Chayre emptic? is the fword vnfwaid? 

Is the king dead? the Empire vnpofleft? 

What heireof Yorke is there aliue but we/ 

And who is Englands king,but great Yorkes hefre# 
Then tell me,whath doth I ie vpon the fca? 

Dar, V nlefic for that my liege, /cannot guefle. 

King. Vnlcfle for that, he comes to be your liege, 

You cannot gue^c, wherefore the Welchmen comes, 
Thou wilt rcuolt, and flic to him l teare. 

Dar, No mightie liege,therefbremiftruftme not. 

Kin, Where is thy power then to bcate him backc# 
Where are thy tenants.and thv followers ? 

Are they not now vpon the Wefterne ihore, 

Bafe conducing the rebels from their fhippes. 
2)*r.Nomy good Lord, my frtends are in the North. 
ATwr.Cold friends to Richard, what do they in the. North? 
W hen they fhould feme, their foueraisne in the Weft 
Dar. 7 hey hane not bin commandedmightie foucraigne 
Pleaicit your Maieftie to giueme leaue. 

He mutter vp my friends and meeteyoor Grace 
W here and what time your Maieftie fljall pleafe! 

K- 1 * -I, >,thou woul. tc be gone to ioynevvith Richmond, 
/will not triift veu Sir. 






of.Richard the third. 

V uhaueno caufetohold my frindfhip doubtful!, 

tnciier was.nor neuer will be falfe. . , 

7 S Well.^o mufter men ; but heareyou, leaue be hinde 

Your fonne George Sfanlie,looke your faith be firme : 
n. dfe his heads afliirance is but rraile. _ 

j)ar[ Dcale with him, as I proue true to you. Exit, Dor, 

Enter a Meffenger. 

M*f My Gracious fouerainge,now in Deuonlhira, 
As/bvfriends am well aduertifed , 

5ir William Courtney, and the haughtie Prelate, 

Bifhop of Exeter, his brother there, 

With many jnaeconfiderates, arc in arrnes. 

Enter another (J^leffengtr. 

Me(- My liege, in Kent the Guilfords areinarmes, 
Andeueryhoure more competitors 
f loeke to their ayde, and flill their power mereafeth. 

Enter another Mefienger, 

Me/. Lord,thearmie of the Duke of Buckingham, 

He Jlnkfth him, 

.... you owles,,nothing but fonges of death, 
Take that vntill thou bring me better newer, 

Mep Yoiir Grace miftakes.the newes 1 bring is good. 
My newes is, that by fudden flood and fallofwater, 

/he Duke of Buckinghams armie is clifprefl and fcattered 
And he himfelfe fled no man knowes w'hither. 

King. O / cry you mercie, l did miftake, 

RatchfFe reward him for. the blow’ /gaue him; 

Hath any well aduifed friend giuen out, 

Rewards for him that brings in Buckingham? 

■d/e/iSuch proclamation hath bin made my liege. 

Enter another (JWeffenger. 

Xfef,Sir Thomas £oueHand Lord Marques Dorfet, 
Tisfaidmy Liege are vp in armes, 

Yet this good comfort-bfing / to your Grace, 

flu Brittaine Nauieis difpcrft, Richmond in Dorfhire 

Sent our a boa te (o asfce them on the fhore, 

If they were his afliftants yea, or no,* 

^ho anfvveredhim they came from Buckingham, 
t ' : spartie:hemifirr,fli — 
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The' Tragedie 

K**|. March on, march on, fincc wc are vp inarraes 
Jf not to fight with forraigne enemies, 

Yet to beate dovvnc thefe rebles here at home* 

Enter Catesbj. 

Cat. My liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 

T hati the bed newes, that the Earle of Richmond 
Is with a mightie power landed at Milford, 

Is colder tydings, yet they m ill be told. 

YLing. Away towards Salisbury, while we reafon here, 
A royall battell might be wonneand lod. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To .Salisbury, the red march on with me. 

Enter Darby t Sir CbriSlofber. 

Dar, Sir Chriflopher, tell Richmond this from me, 
Tnat in the die of this mod bloudie bore, 

My fonne George Stanley is frank: vp in hold, 

/f /reuolt, off goes yong Georges head, 

The feare of that, withholds my prefent aide, 

But tell me, where is princely Richmond now# 

Cbrift. AtPcmbrooke, or at HcrtJbrd-weftm Wain, 
‘Dar, What men of name refort to him# 

S. Chrifl. Syr Walter Herbert, a renowincdiouldier, 
Syr Gilbort Talbot, fir Sf'eiliam Stanley, 

Oxford, dptibied Pembrooke,fir lames Blunt, 

Rice vp Thom is, with a valiant crew. 
fTith many moeo f nob!e fame and worth. 

And towards London they do bend their courfe, 

If by the way they he not fought vvithall. 

Dar Returne vntoniy Tord, commend me to hint, 
Tell him, the Queenc hath hariily con fen ted 
tie lTiall efpowfe Elizabeth her daughter, 

Thefe Letters will refolue him of my minde, 

Tare well. Exeunt, 

Enter I>f4chtKgham to executieu. 
fine. Will not king Richard let me fpeake with him? 
%at, No my Lord* therefore be patient, 
fine, r7aff;ngs,and Ed wards children, Riuers* Gray* 
I biy king Henry, and thy faire fonne Edward, 
V.mghan,and all that havte mifrarried, 









ofRichard the third. 
SShr.tSro.d this prrfenthoure, 

^'whyThe^AUfoules day, is my bodies doomefday .• 

7*his is* the day. that in king Edwards time 
X* might fall on me, when I was found 
ialfe to his children, or his wiucs allies : 

This, this Allfoulcs day, to my fearefull foule, 

/, the determinde refpite ofmy wrongs : 

That high all feer that I dallied with, 

Hath turnd my fained praier on my hesd, 

And giuen in earned what /begd in ieaft. 

Thus doeth he forfe the fword of wicked men 
7*0 turnc their points on their maifters bofome: 

Now Margarets curfe is fallen vpon my head, 

When he quoth flic, (hall fplit thy heart with forro w, 
Remember Margaret was a Prophetcffe. 

Come firs.conuey me to the blocke of fhame. 

Wrong Hath but wrong, and blame the dew of blame. 

Enter %jchmondr»ith drums and trumpets , 
lick Fellowes in armes,and my mod louing friends, 
Bruifd vnderneath theyoake of tyrannic. 

Thus farre into thebowels of the land, 

Haue we marcht on without impediment : 

And here rcceiue we from our Father Sranley, 

Lines of faire comfort, and encouragement. 

The wretched, bloudie, and vfurpin» bore. 

That fpoild your fommcr-ficld, ana fruitfull vines, 

Swils your warme blood like wadi, and makes his trough 
/nyour inboweld bofomcs,this foule fwinc 
Lies now euen in the center of this lie, 

Nearc to the towne of Ley ceder as we lcarne : 

From Tamworth thither, is but one daics march, 

In Gods name cheare on, couragious friends, 

To reape the harued of pcrpetuall peace. 
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TheTragedie 

By tliis one bloodie criail of fharpe warre. 

I. ZervEuery mans confcience is a thoufand fwords 
To fighi againd that bloody homicide. 

5 . Lor, [ doubt not but his friends will file to vs. 

3 . Lor. He hath no friends, but who are friends for feare 
Which in his greated need will fhrinke from him, ’ 
Rtch, AH for our vantage, then in; Gods name march, 

T rue hope is fwift,and flies with fwallowes wings, 

Kings it make Gods, and meaner creatures kings. 

Enter K. Richard, Nerff.Ratc/tffe, C 'atchj^th others. 

King. Here pitch our tents, euen here in Bofworth field 
Why how now Catesby,why looked thou fo fad? ' 
Cat, My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes. 
King. Norffolke.comc hither; 

Norffolke.we mud haueknockes.ba } mud wc not i 
Nor . We mud both giuc and take, my gracious Lord, 
King, Y p with my tent there, here will / lye to night, 
£ut where to morrow i well all is one for that: 

Who hath deferied the number of the foe? 

Nor. Sixeorfeuen thoufand is their gveated number, 
Kwg, Why our battalion trebils that account, 
Befides.tbc kings name is a tower off rength, 

Which they vpon the aduerfepartie want : 

Vp with my tent there, valiant genthm«n> 

Let ysfutueythe vantage of the field, 

Call for.fome men of found direction, 

Lets wantnodifcipline,make no delay. 

For Lords, to morrow is a bufie day, Exettnt, 

Enter Richmond with the L ords. 

Rich. The wearie Sunne hath made a golden feate, 
And by the bright trackc of his fiei ic Carre, 

Giues fignal! ofa goodly day to morrow : 

Where is fir William Brandon, he fhall bearc my danderd, 
The Earle ofPembrookekcepe his regiment. 

Good Captaine Z?iunt,beare my good night to him, 

And by the fccond hourc in the morning. 

Defire the Earle to fee me in my tent, * 

Yet one thing more, good 51unt before thou goefi, 
Where is Lord Stanley quarterd,doeft thou know# 
Ihw?;, V,qlcs /hauc midane his colours much. Which 
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of Richard the third. 

; c h well I am afTurcd 1 haue not done, 
j^j s regiment licth halfe a mile at lead, 

Southern the mightie power of the king. 

Rich. If without perill it be poffible, 

Good captain Blunt beare my good night to him, 

And °'iuc him from me, this moll needful fcrowle. 

Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord, 71e vndertakc it. 

Rich, Farewell good Blunt, 

Giuc me fome /nke and paper in my tent, 

/le draw the forme and modle ofour battell, 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge, 

And partin iud proportion our finall flrength: 

Come, let vs confult vpon to morrowes bufinefle. 

Into ourtent.the aire is rawe and cold. 

Enter KfRichard, NorflRatchfe, Catesbj , 

King What is a clocke i 
■ fa, 7t is fixe of the clocke/ullTupper time. 

Kin i. 7 will not fup to night, giue me fome 7nke & paper, 
IPhatismy beuereafierthen itwas? 

/nd all my armor laid into my tent? 

Cat. 7t is my liege, and all things are in readinefle* 

King. Good Norffoke hie thee to thy charge, 

Yfe carefull watch, chufe trudie Ccntincll. 

Nor. IgoemyLord, 

King. Gtur with the Larke to morrow geEtle Norffoikc. 

Nor. I warrant you my Lord. 

King. Catesbie, 

Rat. My Lord. 

King, Send out a Purfeuant at arme* 

To Stanley s regement, bid him bring hi* power 
■Before Sun rifing.lead his fonne George fall 
7nto the blindc caue of eternall night. 

Fill me a bowle of wine, giuc me a watch. 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Lookc thee ray daues be found and not too heauy Ratliffe. 
Rat. My Lord. 

King. Sawed thou the melancholy L.Northumberland* 
Rat. Thoma; the Earle of S.urrcy and himfelfe, 

Much about Cockfhut timc*from troupe to troupe 



The Tragcdie 

Went through the armie cheating vp the fouldiers. 

Kin. So I am latisfied,giue me a bowle of wine, 

/haue not thatalacritie offpirit. 

Nor cheare of mind that / was wont to hauc : 

Set it downers ynke and paper readie / 

1 {at. It is my Lord, 

King, Bid my guard watch, leaue me. 

Ratlifte about the mid of night come to my tent, 

And helpc to arm: m::lcaue me / fay. Exit Rat/ifie, 
Enter Darby to Richmond in his tent , 

Dar. Fortune and vi&orie fit on thy helm e. 

Rich. All comfort that the darke night can arfoord, 

Be to thy per fon, noble father in la we, 

Tell me how fares our noble mother t 
*Dar, 1 by atturney blefie thee from thy mother. 

Who praies continually for Richmonds good. 

So much for that , the filent houres ftealc on, 

And flakiedarkneflebreakes within the Eaft, 

In briefe,for fo the feafon bids vs be: 

Prepare thy battell early in the morning, 

And put thy fortune to the arbritrement 
Ofbloodie ftrokes and mortall flaring warre, 

/as /m ay ,that which / would I cannot. 

With beft aduantage will decciue the time. 

And aide thee in this doubtfull fhocke ofarmes? 

But on thy fide /may not bee too forward. 

Left being feene, thy brother tender George, 

Be executed in thy fathers fight. 

Farwell, the lcifure and the fearcfull time, 

Cuts off the feremonious vows of loue. 

And ample entcrchange of fweet difeourfe, 

Which fo long fundired frinds ftiould dwell vpen, 

God giue vs leifure for thefe rights of loue, * 

Once more adue, be valiant aud fpeed well. 

Rich,. Good Lord conduft him to his regiment! 
ileflriuewith troubled thoughts to takeanap, 

Left leaden flumberpeifemc downe tomorrow. 

When I fhould mount witih wings of vi dory : 

Once more good night kind Lords & gentlemen* Exeunt. 
thou whofecat ' ' - 
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of Richard the Third . 

r ookeon my forces with a gracious eye : 
put in their hands thy brufing Irons ofwrath, 

That they may crufh downe with a heauie fall, 

'TTic vfurp ,n S helmets of our aducrfsticji 
Make vs thy minifters of chaftifement. 

That we may praife thee in thy vidoric. 

To thee I do commend my watchfull foule, 

£ re /let fall the windowes of mine eyes. 

Sleeping and waking,oh, defend me ftill. 

£ nter the ghofl of prince Edfonne to Henry the fixt. 

Ghofl to K,Ri, Let me fit heauie on thy foule tomorrow, 
Tlunke how thou ftabftmein my prime of youth, 
AtTeukesbury : difpaire therefore and die. 

To Rich. 3e cheerefol Richmond, for the wronged fouls* 
Ofbutchred Princes fight in thy bchalfc, 

Kin® Henries i flue Richmond comforts thee. 

Enter the (jhoft of Henry the fixt, 

Ghofl to K.%ii When / was mortall, my annointed body, 
By thee was punched full of holes, 

Thinke on the 7ower,and me ; difpaire and die, 

Hattie the fixt bids thee difpaire and die, 

ToRJch, Vcrtuousand holy be thou conquerour, 

Harris that prophefied thou fhouldeft be king, 

Doth comfort thee in thy fleepe,liue and florifh. 

Enter the Cj hoft of Clarence 
Ghofl, Let me fit heauie in thy foule to morrow, 

Ithatwas waflit to death with fulfome wine, 
PooreClarenceby thy guile betray d to death: 

To tndrrow in the battell thinke on me, 

And fall thy edgelefle fword,difpairc and die. 

to Rich, Thou offpring of the houfe of Lancaftar, 

The wronged heires of Yorke do'pray for thee. 

Good Angels guard thy battell,liue and Horifn. 

Enter the Cjhcfl effiutrs , G YajfiJaughan. 

Rin. Let mefit heauie in thy foule to morrow', 

Skiers that died at Pomfret, difpaire and die. 

Gray, Thir.ke vpon Gray, and let thy foule difpaire, 
Vaugh.TKmke vpon Vaughan,and with guiltie feare 
tet failthy laurite.difpaire and die, 

■Ailf. 



TheTragedic 

AH to 'Rich Awake and thinke out wrongs in Ri,bof 0 m e - 
Will conquer him,awake and win the day. C| 

Enter the ghoft of L>Ha flings. 

Bloody and guiltie, guiltily awake, 

And in a bloody buttellcnd thy daves. 

Think on L. Hafbngs, difpaire and die. 

To Ri.Qaiec vntroubled fonie,awake,awake 
Armc,fightand conquer forfaire Englandsfake,* 

Enter the Ghofts of the tveeyong Princes 
ghoM K.R Dieameon thy confms fmothred in the 
Letvs belaid within thy boioxne Richard, (r 0 w 
And way thee downe toruine.Oiame and death. ' ^ 

Thy Nfephewes fbules bid thee difpaire and die.* 

To BJ. Sleepe Richmond fleepe-in peace, and w’akeiniey 
Good Angels guard thee from the Bores annoy, * 
Line and bege t a happie race of J£ings, 

Edwards vnhappie.fonnes do bidthpe florifh; 

_ . . Enter the ghojl of fhieene Anne hit wife, 

Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wife 
7*hat neuei flept a quiet houre with thee, 

Mow fils thy fleepe with perturbations^ j 
To morrow in the ba ttaile thinke on. me, 

And fall thy cdgelefle fword,difpaire and. die 
To Etch. T ho uq u i etfo u le fleepe thou a quiet fleepe, 

Dreameoffucccfle and happie viftorie, { 

Thy Aducrfaries wife doth pray for thee. 

T , Enter the Ghofl of Buckingham, 

The firft was /that helpt thee to the Crownc, 

1 by lair was / that felt thy tyrannic, 

O, in the battell thinke on2uckin<4am 
And die in terror of thy guiltineffe: ’ 

Dreame on dreamc on.ofbloody deeds and death. 
Fa.ming difpaire, differing yecld thy breath. 

To A. I dyed for hope ere /could lend thee aid, 

But cheare thy hearted be thou not difmayd 
A ^ nd S°od Angels fighton Richmonds fide,' 

And Richard fals in heightofall his pride 
K^Rtchnrdfiartetb ont of a dreame. 



of Richard the third. 

n roward cofiftience.how doeft thou 
SSiehts’bwe blew, it is not deadm.dmghr * 
fold forefail drops fond on my trembling fle/h,. 

V tt do I fearemy felfe fthers none elfe by, 

Richard loues Richard, that is Jt am I : 

; .here *murthercr here i no. Yes I am. 

Then flic. wli at from my felfe? great reafon why , 

T (1 /reuenge, Whatmy lelfc vpon my felfe? 

A lacke / lone my felfe, wherefore# for any good 
That I myifelfc haue done vntomy felfe? 

0 no: alas /rather hate my fofe. 

For hatefiill deeds commuted by my felfe : 
/ainavillaine.yct / lye, 7am not. 

Poole of thy felfe fpeake wel1,foolcdo not Hatter, 

Aly confcience hath a thoufand feuerall tongues, 

And euery tongue brings in a feuerall tale, . ,rr .* 

And euery tale condemnesme for^villainc : 

Periurie, in the highell degree, ). : n 

Murther,fternemurther,in the dyrelt degree, 

All feuerall finnes, all vfdein each degree, f „ 

Throng all tp the barre, ctyingall, guilyc, guiltie. j % 
/ihail ere is L5,rp \oues rn c, , I? ; , . • 

Andif/dic, nofoule fhailputierot; f 
And wherefore ihpold they# fincc that I my ielte, 

Findein my felfe, no pittie to my felfe. 

Methoughfthe foules ofall that / miuthred 
Came all to my tent, and eaery on did th reat 
Tomorrowes vengeance on th&head ot RjcharcU 
Ent.tr %st!a)jfe. 

%ai. My £ord. 

King. Zounds, who is hearc# 

Rat* R:’.tliflfc, my Lord tis /{ the early village cocks 
Hath twife done falutation. to.thc morne,.. 

Yourfriends.arevp,andbuckleon their armor, 

Kinjr. O RitcLffe, /haue dreamda fearefull drcapie. 
What thinkfl thou, will our friends proue all true# 

Rat. Nodoptmv,Z.ord. 

King. O Ratcliffe, /fearc, /feare. 

Rat, Nay good my Lord, be not afraid offhadowes. 
w ' " ‘ A -DofllePaul^adowcsto^ 
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TheTragedie 

Hauc ftrookc more terror to the foule of Richard, 

Then can the fubffanceof ten thoufand fouldiers 
Armed in proofe, and led by fhallowRichmond. 

Tis not yet nearc day, come goe with me, 

Vnder our Tents lie play the eawfe- dropper. 

To heare if any means to fhrinke from me. 

Enter the Lards to Richmond, 

Lords , Good morrow Richmond. 

Rich, Crie mercy Lords, and watchfull Gentlemen, 
That you hauc tane tardie fluggard here. 

Lor, How haue you flept my Lord# 

Rich, 7"he fweeteft fl eepe, and faireft boding dreamej, 
7hat euer entrcd in a drowfic head, 

Haue I flnce your departure had my Zords. 

Me thought their foules, whofe bodies Richard murthered, 
Came to my tent, and cried on vittorie j 
1 promifeyou my fotile is very iocund, 

/n the remembrance offofaireadreame. 

How farre into the morning is it Lords* 

Lor. V pon the ftroke offoure. 

Rich* Why then tis time to arme,and giuc direft ion . 
More then/ haue faid,louing country men, (His Oration it 
The leifurc and inforccmcnt of the time, * (his foutdien. 
Forbids to dwell vpon, yet remember this, 

God, and our good caufe, fight vpon our fide, 

7he prayers ofiholy d’aints and wronged foules. 

Like high read bulworkes.ftand before our feces, 
Richard except, thofe whom we fight againff, 

Had rather haue vs winne, then him they follow ! 

For, what is he they follow* truly gentlemen, 

A bloudy tyrant, and a homicide. 

One raifd in bloud, and one in bloud eftabli&ed : 

One that made meaner to come by what he hath,’ 

And fiandered thole that were the mcanes to hclpe hinS 
A bafe foule Rone, made precious bythefoile 
Of Englands chaire, where he is falfly fet. 

One that hath euer bene Gods enemy: 

Tlienif you fight againft Gods enemy, 

Cod will in iuftice ward you as his fouldieti t 
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